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Purpose of Trangvestia 


The customs and attitudes of our society while recog- 
nizing and allowing great freedom to the female in the 
expression of the masculine side of her personality are 
largely blind to and repressive toward the male who d@dis- 
covers the feminine aspect of his total self. Feminine 
expression in the male does not imply sexual deviation. 
This magazine is dedicated to the needs of the sexually 
normal individual who has discovered the existance of 
his or her “other side" and seeks to express it. 


TRANSVESTIA, therefore is published by, for, and 
about transvestites to provide them with: 


ENTERTAINMENT--EDUCATION--~EXPRESSION : 


by means of fiction, articles of opinion, true experiences 
etc. It's purpose is to help it's readers to promote: : 


UNDERSTANDING-- ACCEPTANCE--PEACE OF MIND 


It's policy is to limit its scope of coverage and interest 
to the field of the hetrosexual transvestite. Without 
condemnation or judgement of any kind the fields of 
homosexuality, bondage, punishment, fetishism and 
domination are left to others to develop. 


TRANSVESTIA has, and will continue to serve asa 
means of gathering information in its chosen field and to 
aid, by any means available, the dissemination of know- 

. ledge of the field to further the understanding of it by 
psychiatrists, psychologists, sociologists, lawyers, jur- 
ists and police officials. 


Loneliness, fear and self condemnation have too long 
been the lot of the transvestite. It is hoped that TRANS- 
VESTIA can, through knowledge and sharing with others, 
bring self acceptance and happiness. 


ae ae Ae He ae ee He de eae Me ae ak ae eae me he 


“When you make the two one...and when you make the 
MALE AND THE FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE...then 
shall you enter the kingdom" A “saying of Jesus" from 
the "Gospel According to Thomas". 
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Five Long Years 


Every time another year rolls around I can't help 
out be surprised that TVia, the Mirror and I are still 
at it. But here we are, beginning our 6th. year. 


I went back and read over the article in TVia #25 
entitled "FOUR YEARS". This was written for this same 
February issue a year ago. I find the words written then 
just as applicable today and in fact I am at a loss to 
add much to what was said then. I hope you will all go 
back and read them as they set forth the purposes and 
policies of TVia and Chevalier Publications very well. 


The past year hasn't seen anything very colossal 
happening with Chevalier except for the arrival of Thea 
on the scene last May. She has proved an invaluable 
help to me in getting manuscripts typed and mail handled 
and generally as a “Girl Friday". My thanks to her for 
her past endeavors and anticipation of future contributions, 
Other than this things are much the same but it has taken 
all the running we could do to stay in one place, 


The future and figure of TVia are pretty well stand- 
ardized now and we don't anticipate much alteration in 
that direction. But as always the content has to be 
supplied by you the readers, so please remember this 
in the form of "think pieces", fiction, poems, histories, 
cartoons and anything else likely to be of interest. I 
must keep a running back log of material to draw on. 

As you have enjoyed the material of others in the past 
make your contribution for the enjoyment of others in 

the future. With the support of it's readers in material 
and subscriptions I hope TVia can go on for six more years 
Congratulations to us Allee sesscseeseoeeee VIRGINIA 
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Cathy 


Finds Herself 


by Cathy (38-N-1 FPE) 
oe Oe Oe Oe ee a 
Nervously, Harry waited in the father's 
room, while Mildred was having one of life's 
most precious experiences, the birth of their 
daughter, Rachel. But even though the child 
was blessed with perfect health, they could 
not name him Rachel. People just don't 
name little boys that way. 


Naturally, my conscious memory does 
not go back quite that far, but the family 
album does. In the post depression years 
before World War 1l, it was not uncommon 
for boy babies to be clad in frilly dresses. 
This practice was only subscribed to for my 
first year, however, I then graduated to 
short pants with sandals, then to knickers, 
and finally to my first pair of long pants in 
the first grade. Recalling this pre-school 
period, the memory persists that I loved to 
help mother around the house. My interest 


was always most intense in the same direction 


as that of most little girls; cooking, sewing, 
playing house with dolls, and there was no 
doubt I much preferred the company of girls. 


During this same period, my TV practices 


started. Since even then it was clear that I 
identified with the female of the species. I 
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wanted to enjoy the same games, one of which has always 
been playing the Great Lady, all dressed up in mommy's 
dress and high heeled shoes. Here it seems appropriate to 
interject the fact that even though a girl child was pre- 
ferred, and nothing was ever done to discourage my femi- 
hine interests, the actual wearing of mother's clothes 
was definitely NOT appreciated. Nevertheless, I did re- 
ceive a regular finishing school education; how a lady 
should walk, sit, stand, conduct herself at table, and 
most of the other myriad graces a young lady should know. 
I was "tuned in". I loved every minute, 


The first seven years of school were hell on earth. 
There's just no other appropriate description. No love 
was lost between "the boys" and I, and every day, the 
pleasant experience of learning at school studies was 
darkened by the inevitable taunting, the mental and often 
physical torment. A girl who doesn't like to fight can al- 
ways learn to run. Guess who became a pretty fair runner? 
The running had a by-product. 


It was a marvelous dream; to awaken some bright, 


glorious day, and find that I was truly the daughter of 
my parents. This dream lived on through all my years at 
home. I prayed. Oh, how I prayed! Such prayers are 
rarely answered, but I remained hopeful trans~sexual for 
yhe next 20 years. 


Then, as if the foregoing wasn't enough, at the age 
of 12, nature seemed to be taking an unusual course. It 
was at once welcome and frightening. When most boys 
were becoming a bit awkward, muscular etc., there was 
I becoming rather round in all the wrong places. (Could 
this be mind over matter?) Something had to rip. 


Through all the previous years, the reaction to my 
femininity by the other children caused me to be miser- 
able by the end of each school day. So, true to mankind 
trebeled, hurtling back this abuse at a loved one, mother. 
Here we must introduce a new face, the disciplinarian, 
Father. Leather belt on bare flanks makes a rather in- 
delible impression, and the strongest father-image re- 
collection...so now we have evolved two of the standard 
theses, i.e., (1) a girl wanted and (2) poor father image. 
From ali this obtuse exchange sprang a momentous de- 


4 


CATHY 


[HE MATERNAL SIDE THE DOMESTIC SIDR 


Toantyestia 


cision on my part. I had to work hard and learn to be- 
come areal boy, deny my preferred thoughts, conduct 
and dreams, to face life as it was and stop running. 


Seventh grade was well on it's way and with it a 
new me. It was a facade, of course, built by observation 
of others, participation in their sports and with body- 
building thrown in for good measure. By the end of that 
year, the girl without was safely within and the running 
was over. She was still there, the dream still persisted, 
and so did the femme-dressing. By the time high school 
came, a new foible emerged. 


The dozens of pretty girls around not only made me 
envious, but I became aware of a definite sexual attrac- 
tion to them. Making the best of mixed emotions, there 
were many dates. With the dating came rare opportunities 
to be alone for short periods with all those lovely things 
girls and mothers are wont to wear, so I wasn't complain- 
ing. Actually, I would have bought my own things, but 
there were no self-service department stores then. The 
additional fear of my father finding anything was enough 
to decide the matter regardless. These years were good. 

I became more adept to the masculine role, taking ad- 
vantage of all the social activities available, and in so 
doing met my wife in 1955. 


The scholastic ability still seemed to be there, and 
son had to have a college education. 


Unfortunately, my first year at the local college did 
not impress the faculty, my parents or me. In fact, it 
could be easily classed a complete failure, from which 
financial support was quickly dropped. You can't blame 
someone for not-staying with a sinking ship. The reason 
for the ship sinking was rather obvious to me. I had 
reached a climax of anxiety the like of which has not 
been seen since, and there just was not enough capacity 
to deal with it and school too. I was completely out of 
balance, precariously teetering on the brink not knowing 
which way to turn. This would represent a bad situation 
for anyone, but for someone entertaining trans-sexual 
thoughts, very bad. Regardless of the circumstances that 


year convinced me of the need for the education, so I 
got a job parking cars, 


NIGHTIE NITE AND 
SWEET DREAMS 


_ 


"WELCOME HOME" 
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The parking lots provided several things; fair income, 
some (not nearly enough) time for study, a decided lack 
of sleep, social activity and another side benefit. Many 
girls drive in flats and change to their dress shoes when 
they get to their destination. (I always do, don't you?) 
So what could be more obvious than my getting an ed- 
ucation in footwear? While we are on the subject of foot- 
wear, you gals who were in the service will remember 
how nice those clod-hoppers felt. 


Then came the service. Serving my country was fine, 
but I preferred not to have school interrupted and so I 
joined the Air Force Reserve. In so doing, I managed 
to toss a genuine stumbling block in front of the TS path. 
$2. on and $300. off. You've guessed it, a ruddy tatoo! 
{t's still there and may be forever, a lovely F-86 jet 
flying across my left shoulder. We live and learn, they 
say, and I was learning something else. I was in love. 


we hadn't dated in two years, but there it was just 
as sure as taxes. The thrill of the chase and then en- 
gagement. During the time until graduation and our 
marriage, I tried mightily as we all have tried, to give 
up my TS dream and it's TV manifestations. True to 
form, a similar degree of success which was spelled 
f-a-i-l-u-r-e? Trying to tell my prospective bride went 
the same route. To make matters more complex, I'd 
walked into a TV dreamland, along with the engagement. 


Margaret (fiancee) turned out to be about my size, 
and she had a twin sister. Bonanza! Clothes and shoes 
galore. There was weak willed me, with motive and 
opportunities and a key to the house. Needless to. say, 
many happy, ecstatic hours were spent just being me... 
But there is nothing like throwing kerosene on a fire to 
make it blaze. By the time the various TS stories started 
breaking, my blaze had erupted like a volcano. I couldnt 
live with my femininity or without it. I loved a girl, 
but wished with all my heart to be one. 


Well, one thing was sure, marriage would quench 
the fire. Our marriage was about as successful in this 
respect as the tatoo. And the only thing the tatoo has 
ended up meaning is that I can’t wear sleeveless dresses. 
Previously, I'd tried breaking the news in somewhat 
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circultous ways, but shortly afterward I dropped the bomb, 
admitting the pleasures and promising that I'd try to 
stop again. 


She was speechless. Also, she thought that if we ig- 
nored it, it would go away. And it did! For two months 
I actually believed it myself. But the dream was still 
there. And now motive and opportunity were conveni- 
ently married. What does a TS/TV do with such a problem? 
Rather than hurt the one you love, you go “underground", 
of course. So from that time until five years later, 1963, 
Cathy remained in rigid confinement, undeveloped, im- 
mature as an FP, incompatible, and we were both miser- 
able. My wife never knew of my frequent dressing ses- 
sions, until one day whe found a paper bag under my 
workbench filled with several articles of TV nerve tonic. 
She never said a word.....then. 


During these first five years of marriage, I had hoped 
for ‘a miracle; that barring my TS dream finding fruition, 
perhaps my wife would realize how impossible a cure was 
and allow me some femme- freedom, Both of us seemed 
headed for a nervous breakdown. A blow-up was imminent, 
and came, 


And how it came! A torrent of tears and remorse, 
accusations and bitter retorts; ending with her packing 
her bags, the baby and herself into her car for a trip to 
Baltimore, Maryland. Vertigo! Black cold terror struck 
my soul. What if she doesn't come back? What if she 
really files for a divorce? I'd been fighting it all my 
life, but I cherished my wife AND my feminine expres- 
sion. I wanted to die. 


But, wonder of wonders, she came back, and we then 
had a long calm talk. As my part of the ensueing bargain, 
I promised to see a urologist and a psychiatrist to deter- 
mine the causes and possible cure for our problems. This 
was done. The urologist pronounced me perfect, some- 
what small, and the psychiatrist rambled around through 
the chasm of his Freudian background and came up with a 
zero. This is par for the course, but let's not condemn 
psychiatry. They can only learn so much from a textbook. 
At any rate, from sifting the sands of this experience, my 
wife and I did make some genuine progress toward a better 
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understanding. 


We agreed our marriage and our son were the most 
important things we would ever have, and she agreed that 
if I'd give up the TS idea, and she didn't have to watch, 
then I could dress. Fine! Only she still didn't understand 
or want to. Nevertheless, we had reached the “toleration 
stage, definitely a better solution than divorce and 
ruining three lives, not to mention the effect on our 
parents. Seeking, as we do, appreciation for our whole 
being, I was selfishly unsatisfied, Luckily, just about 
this time, a discovery was made that could have gone a 
long way toward preventing the previous unpleasantness; 
Chevalier Publications and it's dauntless editor. 
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Since then, a wealth of much needed and appreciated 
information has crossed our doorsteps, Finally, and as a 
direct result of this help, my wife has acknowledged her 
TV husband and his complete personality. One night, just 
a few short months ago, she gave me a new femme-name 
and unqualified reign over my TV conduct. (Note refer- 
ences to TS have disappeared). I'll explain that shortly. 
That memorable night we girls sat up until 5-A.M. cele- 
brating, complete with pink champagne. I guess she 
wasn't as happy as the new Cathy, but that didn't dull 
the occasion, 


As of the moment you are reading this. We have been 
"out" as two girls several times, including a most enjoy- 
able excursion to Cleveland for the purpose of meeting 
with other TVs and their wives. What more could a girl 
ask for? We also attended the wonderful Christmas party 
there in Wisconsin. 


Now, since you've managed to stay with us this far, 
I'd like to direct a few remarks to my several sisters 
who, for one reason or another are actual trans-sexuals 
in the process of doing something about it, or are merely 
latent TS's who content themselves with only THINKING 
trans-sexualism as an outlet for their frustrations, 


Humor me, if you will, while I attempt to make my 
position clear. I have been, ever since early childhood, 
a confirmed trans-sexual, whose one consuming desire 


regardless of what I said and did to the contrary, was to 
make the one way switch. (LATENTLY and later, actively) 


il 
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The manifestation of the TSism was TVism, taken in re- 
gular doses as a tranquilizer. But this whole situation 
arose, not because of my early feminine conditioning 

and my continuing physiological incongruities, but be- 
cause of the fact that our society does not choose to 
accept extensive feminine expression in the male. True, 
in 1952 and in 1960, I went through extensive psychological 
testing, and the results proved beyond reasonable doubt 
that my particular mental pattern would allow me to 
make the operation at least a psychological success, with 
little post operative remorse. But I believe that the cul- 
mination of my dream would have been a mistake, robbing 
me and mine of all the pleasures we nowenjoy. It dosen't 
seem likely that my femme-psychology will ever change. 
That's one of the points about a TS. Changing clothes 
doesn't alter the psychology, or the true expression of it. 
It's just a matter of the same person donning more appro- 
priate or aesthetically pleasing dress. 


I thank God for showing me that the key that unlocks 
the door to the joy of free expression is not the surgeon's 
scalpel, but a single word, ACCEPTANCE. The social pre- 


sures brought to bear by Western culture's refusing to ac- 
knowledge the socially beneficial attributes of persons 
who have found and wish to express their total personali- 
ties, are what lead some down the road of trans-sexualism. 
The need to escape _! Face it! For me, (and some of 
YOU) without the special magic of the word acceptance, 
TSism may seem the best or only answer. But the accep- 
tance, even partial, by that one person, one who is dear 
to you, father, mother, wife or sweetheart should prove 
all you need to make you realize that life CAN be bear- 
able with the equipment with which you were born. 


The very moment I had my wife's acceptance of my 
feminine expression, the whole basis for my TS thinking 
dissolved. When that special person says, in effect, “All 
right, BE a girl, if that's what your inner nature demands, 
part-time, of course," then that inner nature will, or 
should, begin to realize a lessening of the raging URGENCY 
that leads ut down the TS path. Stop and weigh the pros 
and cons. As a TV, you can mix the best of both worids? 
have a family, a rewarding job (usually much higher 
paying than a GG) and the pleasures of hobbies that give 
vent to both sides of your expression. Mine are cooking, 
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sewing, photography, auto mechanics and woodworking. 
For me, this adds up to pleasure plus, some of which 
I'll bet I'd miss as a Miss. (excuse the pun.) Now I'd 
Jrather FIGHT than SWITCH. 


One final word for the GGs. Do your best to accept 
her. Don't waste valuable time and energy feeling a- 
shamed and sorry for yourself when there are seeds of 
love to be sown and reaped. You don't love him less 
b ecause he likes liver! Neither will most other people. 
There are two ministers and a half dozen relatives that 
know our whole story, and our relationship to them has 
not altered one bit. Good luck to any of the rest of you 
faced with the same problem. 


LOMO? LOMO? LOMO? LOUTH 


Dear Virginia: 


Being the wife of a TV hasn't been the easiest thing 
in my life, but now, after much help from FPE and my 
husband's ceaseless patience and consideration, I have 
found a much more full like, Both of us have gained in- 
sight since I finally faced up to the facts and stopped 
passing it off as something that would eventually dis- 


appear. 


it seems fitting, after all that has been said, and 
all the trials we have weathered, that I add a final word. 
In doing so, I've asked myself some pointed questions, 
the answers to which are a revelation, for I never thought 
we'd make it. 


Although I was quite concerned over his bent on 
trans-sexualism, I feel now that there is really very 
little chance of it materializing. I suppose this is due 
to the fact that both of us have come to face life squarely 


There no longer seems to be a valid reason for an- 
other of my fears, that as even a TV, she would over- 
power him. This has really worried me, particularly 
since I realize that he/she is more of a blended person- 
ality, rather than two separates. 
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It has been difficult for me to face this attractive 
"girl" since I view myself as rather the opposite. I think 
this should give one the incentive to improve her own 
feminine image. Seeing her, it made me realize that if 
a TV can be attractive and feminine, we GGs should at 
least TRY. You've heard it said, “after a girl gets mar- 
tied, she lets herself go", I must admit, I was one that 


did, but no longer. 


I've found that a good way to help her to feel wel- 
come is helping with her wardrobe purchasing. We've 
enjoyed several TV/GG shopping trips, and it is comical 
to see some of the side glances we exchange when a 
salesperson is trying to sell something to me when it is 
teally for her. It would help if we had similar coloring. 


: It's amazing to me how relaxed she is. whether all 
dolled up" or just in lounging togs. I don't think it's 


a conscious action, but she curls up in a chair just like 
a GG. 


Since facing and accepting my marriage to a TV, I 
must say the reflection in his/her disposition has been 
enormous. As for our marital harmony now; what a dif- 
ference! It makes me feel like we are newlyweds rather 
than battle scarred veterans. We had lived over five 
years in a state of mental misery, but now we are catching 
up on all we missed - happiness, contentment, peace of 
mind and most of all, the exchange of mutual love with- 
out fear. 


There has been a wonderful change in our lives since 
I've grown to understand and accept. The happiness I now 
have is the first real happiness that I have felt in the six 
years of our marriage. I'm a different person too; a con- 
tented wife instead of a crabby, suspecting female. 


It has been a long, crooked road, but at last we've 
made it. Our house is now a home. You helped to make 
this possible. My eternal thanks. 


Cathy's Wife 
38-N-11FPE 


eoeseeeeeeeveeeoeeeeeoeetesetovrneseeegeevenveesvse7etrtee 


FICTION 


“Switch” Blade 
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by Marge (13-H-1 FPR) 
Vo eee 


I have been a newspaper reporter 
for some time and not long agoTl!I got 
kind of fed up with the paper I worked 
for and the town I worked in so I drove 
down state to Morrisonville and applied 
for a job with the Morrisonville Blade, 
the best paper in town. The Editor, 
when he hired me, made me prove my 
name was not a phony so J showed him 
that my name was for real, James Bladel 


I was immediately assigned to the 
Police Blotter which is the place to get 
to know the town and it seems it also 
is a place to break in new reporters. I[ 
did not get along very well with Chief 
Harn and even though he had to admit I 
had told the truth on everything I re- 
ported he did not seem to be too happy 
with the tone of my writing. 


After I had been on the Blotter for 
about 3 months Chief Harn sent word to 
the press room for me by way of the desk 
sergeant. He too, was terse with me and 
mefely stated the Chief wanted to see 
me. I did not know of anything that 
would cause him to want to pan me, I 
thought I had the backing of my editor, 
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but, you never can tell 


When I was in his noble presence and the door was 
closed, Chied Harn said, “Jim, I don‘tt know if you got 
started on the right foot around here but I think you have 
good stuff in you and I want to give you a chance to see 
the force as you may not have seen it before. You think 
we have a pretty easy job here and I want you to know 
we have a good force. The boys are working harder in 
this town than in any other town I know of. We have had 
city slickers down here before and we have had to show 
them we aren't a bunch of hicks. I think you are a right 
guy and I want to see if I can convince you that my boys 
are the most devoted of any on any force any where. 


"I called you in because you seem to be the leader 
of the "Blotter Boys", so I"m going to make a proposition 
to you. Nothing will be said outside this room if you 
decide not to accept this proposition, and if you do ac- 
cept, I‘ll not want you to say anything either. I will 
authorize you to ride with two of my boys in a squad car 
each night for a while and you can see for yourself. I 
don't care what squad you decide upon, I'll not try to 
influence you on this but I want you to feel you have 
seen an un-prompted squad in action in their day to day 
activities. You give this a little thought and give me 
your answer...in say, about 2 minutes.” 


I did not know what to say as I did not know what 
my editor would say about this deal. Maybe the Chief 
was getting me out of here so that they could pull some- 
thing. I told the Chief, “well, I don't know, what if 
something breaks while I am out on a call with one of 
your squads?” 


"Well, I can only promise you I will give you a 
personal report or advise the desk seargent to do every- 
thing possible to cooperate with you," was all the Chief 
replied. 


I thought I'd take a chance and let my editor know 
the first time I had a chance. So lI went along with a 
squad for the rest of that night. I checked in with my 
Editor before going home and told him what I had agreed 
to do and he ok'd the idea and said he would send someone 
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over to check the Blotter every so often. 


I went with the same squad for a week and nothing 
happened that was worth recording. The cops did handle 
themselves well and they made me even respond with a 
sense of pride in their actions. The boys I rode with 
were Fred Olson and Rog Brown. It was at the start of 
the second week of my riding with the boys that word 
got around the station house that with muggings and 
purse snatchings on the increase, the Chief was thinking 
of dressing up a bunch of the patrolmen like women to 
try and catch a bunch ot the culprits redhanded. Fred 
and Rog thought they were not liable to be tagged for 
the assignment because they were assigned to a squad 
car and traveled together. Such was not the case. They 
told me later about it and it turned out that Chief Harn 
would pay mileage for the use of unmarked cars and he 
wanted one of them to dress as a gal and the other to ride 
slowly behind and assist in any difficulty. 


I expected to have Chief Harn jerk me out of the car 
when this came up but he didn't say anything so I went 
along riding in the front seat. There was no activity 
and Chief Harn wondered why. I told him that even a 
plainclothes cop looked like a cop and if he wanted to 
be effective he had to get his whole group to look as in- 
conspicious as possible, to dress them all up. Rog had 
been the victim and Fred did not feel kindly toward me 
for saying it. The Chief then said that I'd have to do 
a little dressing up myself if I was to continue riding. 

I didn't find anything wrong with it so I told him that 


I'd report the next evening in the best rig that 1 could 
dig up. 


Since you know I already had the clothes if you have 
read my story, THE NEW RENTER, I put on a powder blue 
suit and white blouse, small hat and short veil, black 
heels and a good hairstyle on my wig. I was quite pass- 
able when I reported. Chief Harn said that hewould not 
recognize me if he did not know me to begin with. I 
can't say the same for Fred. He had evidently borrowed 
clothing from his wife who was a little smaller than he 
was and his padding was wrong and his make-up was a 
sight, Practically everything was a give away if he was 
in anything other than darkness. I didn't mean for the 
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Chief to hear me but ] told Fred that he should get some 
help to make a better presentation so that he could be 
more effective in his work. But the Chief did hear me 
and his cigar shot up almost to his nose and he looked 
me over real closely and said, "Since your impersonation 
is so good, will you take Fred and Rog in hand and get 
them to look more like what we are trying to do?” 


I felt I had little choice so I agreed to take them 
in hand. The Chief said that he would arrange to get 
clothing and essentials if I would take the necessary 
Measurements and make out the list. This I did as quick- 
ly as possible and every one went home that night with 
considerable misgivings. 


The next night everyone of the squads that were in 
this program came to work about 2 hours early and I 
spent that two hours showing them how they had to have 
hairless legs, hairless chests and all the little things 
that separated the girls from the boys, in appearance at 
least. By the end of the two hours, they all looked much 
better and we all went to work. 


Fred drove the car, I sat next to him and Rog was 
again on the street. He managed to keep moving and 
it was not surprising that within 2 hours he had been 
accosted and Fred backed him up and an arrest was made. 
It went so smoothly that they were back on their run in 
less than 1/2 an hour. This seemed to give them inspi- 
ration and Rog drove and Fred took to his “heels”. He 
had a nice walk and did not look as big as he was. The 
padding evened out his proportions and it wasn’t until 

he was up close that he looked like a big gal. To make 
a short story shorter, the boys got 5 arrests that night 
and felt they had found the secret to effectiveness on 
this new assignment. 


As we parted that morning it seemed that neither 
Fred nor Rog resented me as much as before, im fact, 
Fred asked me if I'd come over that afternoon right after 
lunch as he wanted me to talk to his wife and to let her 
see me dressed as a girl. I told him that if it would 
make their work any easier I would do so. When I was 
invited into their apartment, I found Rog and his wife 

as well as Fred and his wife there waiting. 
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I first felt that I was to be punished by them for 
bringing this on their husbands, but when Fred made the 
introductions I felt at ease. Fred told his wife, Vi, 

“This is Janet Blade whom we have been telling you about” 
I acknowledged the introduction and we fell into a little 
discussion about feminine things. It turned out that the 
girls wanted the men to be good at their work and in- 
vited me over to find out what I felt they, the wives, 
could do to improve their men in their work. 


I did not want to get back on the dark side of both 
Fred and Rog so I said that those things would work out 
with experience. Flo, Rog’s wife commented on my 
figure and she said that Rog should try for one as svelt 
as mine. This brought up the subject of girdles and cor- 
sets and such. I stated that as long as the outside cloth- 
ing was feminine, the underwear should also be feminine. 
The reason for this was so that the entire feeling would 
be feminine, and hence, easier to think feminine and 
to be more automatic in feminine movements and bearings. 
This should therefore include suitable foundations for the 
clothing to drape on. Since both men had more mascu- 
line figures than feminine, I suggested that they get 
girdles and longline bras. This was because each item 
must fit and it is almost impossible to get one garment 
that will fit all parts properly when the sizes are not 
standard feminine sizes. 


The women then excused themselves with a slight 
glint in their eyes and were gone for about an hour. 
When they came back they presented their gifts to their 
husbands. That night there was a further improvement 
in their presentation of their femmeselves. Within a 
month Fred and Rog were taking real pains with their 
appearances and often did not change when returning 
home after work. Also when they would arise in the 
morning they would often slip into a house dress and 
after shaving, would put on make-up and conduct them- 
selves as good decoy squad personnel all day. 


All this time I was wearing feminine clothing and 
Mrs. Searcliff seemed to be in good humor and felt re- 
lieved that I did not have to go to work in my manclothes. 
tf was fortunate that my wardrobe was rather complete and 
1 did not have to spend any time on it while I was helping 
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my new found friends on the force to do a better job. 


One day after about 3 months of work on the decoy 
squad work, I asked both Fred and Rog if they had gotten 
used to their costume for work and with a grin Rog in- 
vited me over for Tuesday night which was their night 
off. Fred told me, "Be sure to wear something real 
snazzy!" 


I had a nice little black crepe which could be dressed 
up or down according to the accessories. I wore a well 
laced foundation and the new frosty white hose. These 
seemed to make the legs look more feminine even though 
it is usually thought that darker hose makes the legs ' 
look more slim. I wore golden ear dangles and a small 
gold chain with a diamond heart. A pair of mid arm kid 
gloves and black high heels made my outfit look quite 
sharp and not too overdone. I put on a small pillbox hat 
with a short veil and a mink wrap. With make-up done 
to perfection, I never felt more feminine. 


When I arrived at Rog's I found everybody quite 
feminine and in their party dresses. The boys never 
looked more svelt. But there was a fifth girl present 

and before I had had time to hand off my wrap, I was 
introduced to Helen. She was blonde with blue eyes that 
would do nothing but dance. She seemed to have a wim- 
sical approach to the evening. We were scarcely intro- 
duced when we all adjourned to the game room in the 
basement and a record was put on the phonograph. The 
lights were low and it seemed to be no more than right 
that I should invite Helen to dance. She was a zood 
dancer and followed my lead to the nth degree. She 
could follow my lead almost before I knew where I was 
going to move. After a few dances, she whispered to 

me, "Let me try leading you!!!" This she did quite 

well and I found it not at all difficult to follow her 

every movement. It seemed as if we were meant to be 
together. We had almost forgotten Rog, Fred, Vi and Flo. 
They soon put a stop to our feeling of Cloud 9 and brought 
us back to the party. I was most fascinated to see Flo 
and Rog dancing, their skirts billowing around and their 
legs flashing. It was almost as if I had not known that 
Rog and Fred were really men, and they were certainly 
enjoying themselves. vi and Fred had gone to the kit- 
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chen and had returned with pettifours (sandwiches were 
out at that shindig) along with drinks and we sat around 
and giggled like there had never been any men in our 
lives. To size the evening up, I was introduced to a 
girl I was very glad to be with, she was introduced to 
others who enjoyed dressing as women and who did so 
without shame and also she had seen in action for the 
first time some men whom she considered to be real he- 
man but who could have a feeling of compassion for the 
things dearest to women's hearts. I think history was 
made that night. 


When it was time to go home, Helen did not hesitate 
to ask me to drop her off on the way home. I did this 
gladly and as I was seeing her to the door, she invited 
me to Church with her the next Sunday. I am sure no 
goodnight kiss was more welcomed by both of us. [| had 
teturned to Cloud 9 and it was nothing but a true boy 
feeling that I felt on the rest of the way home. 


Mrs. Scarcliff had not gone to bed yet even though 
she was in her peignoir and curlers. The creme on her 
face did not look out of place and I could tell she was 
wanting. to talk. I had no choice but to take a chafr 
and wait for her to begin. She said that she had no- 
ticed me seeming to bloom more of late and wondered 
just what had been going on. I told her in as few words 
as I could what had been going on as I knew she was to 
be trusted so far as police matters were concerned. About | 
my own private life though I was not so sure. I did men- | 
tion though about meeting Helen and she knew the family © 
and felt they were quite nice and worthy of my knowing 
them better. With that conversation she was apparently 
satisfied and we then said good night and she went to her 
room and to bed. I mused over the night a little before 
turning out the light, showering, cremeing my face, 
slipping on my sheer nightie and drifting off into blisful 


sleep. 


Since I did not have to report for work until about 
6:00 PM, I did the usual shoe polishing, hem sewing 
glove mending and washing of little things that don’t 
get daily attention. Mrs. Scarcliff would observe me 
and remark about how I did things just as a girl would 
ard I told her that since my work required that I look 
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like a girl, how could I do otherwise? She seemed to 

get an especial bang out of my little matter-of-fact 
statements that supported my feelings that a person should 
not be blamed because he may have an effinity for both 
masculinity and femininity. I am sure she felt they could 
be combined successfully in the one life. 


I actually felt a little odd when Helen called me 
about 5 PM Saturday night to remind me of my invitation 
to go to Church with her Sunday. I did not ask if I was 
to go as a man or as a woman but just assumed that she 
meant for me to appear as a woman. Sunday found me 
dressed in a winter white sheer wool and the usual acces- 
sories. I stopped by her house and found she was also 
dressed quite conservatively. To all appearances we 
were only two good looking girls going to Church. The 
service was good and I felt very happy when she intro- 
duced me to the minister on the way out as Janet Blade 
a new found friend. We went on to a fashionable restau- 
rant for dinner and then for a little ride afterward. It 
was then that she got pensive and her eyes got a little 
dreamy. She said, “Janet, do you know that I do not 
know what you look like or even if you have any male 
clothes or even for sure that you are male! I don't ob- 
ject to you this way and I think I like the lark of it all 
but I think I should know all your facets if I am to know 
you much better, don't you?" 


Since she seemed so nice and could readily be the 
“one" I might like to spend the rest of my life with, I 
could see that she had a point. Still I did like this as- 
signment for the Blade and savored almost every minute 
of it. I found myself wondering how my male imperson- 
ation might be for a change. I told her that I would like 
to see her and I would dress as a man on next Tuesday 
night, the night Fred and Rog had off. I thought I would 
try to get them to don masculine clothing and see if they 
could return to their masculine selves without effort. 


Needless to say, Tuesday was a good night and I found 
Helen liked my maleself well enough but I could see her 
comparing my two selves. On the way home that night I 
asked her what she thought about it. She stated that she 


preferred my Janet self better but that she felt that she 
Was quite safe and would willingly date either. This made 
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me feel good and for the next several months I continued 
dressing and being Janet with Helen, Fred, Vi, Rog and 
Flo. This continued without interruption and we all were 
blissfully happy. The situation at the police station 
seemed to let up a little and many of the decoy squad re- 
turned to their usual duties but it was decided that some 
of the men should continue with their work and it was 
without regret that both Fred and Rog were continued in 
their feminine roles. If anything it intensified their 
efforts to be as feminine as possible. They were soon 
more at home in skirts and make-up than they were in 
their manclothes. 


It was about this time that Chief Harn took me into 
his confidence further and told me how all this dressing 
up as women came about. It was not enough that they 
had tried it in New York, St. Louis, and other places, 
but there had to be someone who knew how to get the 
job done. It was as the result of my hating the Police 
department when [I first came on the beat that caused the 
Chief to put the plainclothes boys to work shadowing me. 
This was when they discovered my otherwise hidden talent 
for femme personation and that later got the Chief going 
on the track that he pursued. He was even going to offer 
me a job tf I had been drawn off the Police beat Blotter 
by my Editor. Needless to say, it was with some mis- 
givings that I wondered how much of my secret thoughts 
might be open to prying eyes as Chief Harn told me of 
these events preceeding my recent adventures. 


Chief Harn said, "You needn't worry about me being 
indiscrete in this matter as J do not feel you have done 
anything but what a well balanced person might not legall 
to, However, there is one thing that I wish to ask you, 
“How did you get started in this and how did you get so 
good, especially if you are not involved with homosexu- 
ality or other types of behavior that are conflict with 
society as we know it here in Morrisonville?” 


I told the Chief about the newest findings of the re- 
searchers in this matter of transvestism and about the fact 
that almost 70% of those known to love things feminine 
were married and with children. It seemed to arouse a 
deep curiosity in the Chief and we talked tor several 
hours about these things. Needless to say the Chief 
seemed to have a new feeling for this dressing up as we 
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parted about 10 AM that morning. 


I wanted to tell Helen about this discussion with 
Chief Harn so called her up as soon as I got home. She 
said that we should have a picnic that afternoon and I 
was all for this, even without sleep. I went home took 
a bath, shaved, put on a new face, dressed in a nice 
little sport dress, hose and white shoes and was ready tn 
no time,for a girl, that is. Helen was dressed and had 
a basket fixed when I stopped by for her and we went on 
to a small grassy spot by the river and spread our picnic 
on the grass and then went for a little walk. When we 
returned we ate and then sat in the shade and talked. 
We talked of many things much as would have real girls 
and then things got back to us. Helen said that she felt 
that she had had a new world opened up to her and she 
found that it was a very exciting world once the uneasi- 
ness wore off. She made it quite plain that she knew 
that if we were to get serious that she would want me to 
be just as I was and thought that I had a much better out- 
look on life and the balance of the sexes than anyone she 
had ever known. 


All six of us were invited to a wedding one day when 
one of the men on the force got married. When Rog and 
Fred took stock of the situation, they realized that their 
uniforms no longer fitted and their own manclothes did 
not seem to be their own anymore. They then checked 
themselves with the tape measure. Much to their sur- 
prise, their waists were much smaller, their hips were 
larger and even a smidgin of bust had developed in each 
of them. Since they had good dresses and would have to 
alter their man clothes, they asked me if I would go as 
a girl if they would. I did not hesitate, and I must say 
that all six made quite a bevy of beauties when we turned 
out for the wedding. It seemed most natural that we join 
the girls when the bouquet was tossed and I'll not make 
you guess who caught it. It was I. I looked immediately 
at Helen; her eyes were dancing again and she made a 
faint nod that could indicate anything. After the recep- 
tion we helped to decorate the car and wished all the 
happiness possible to the bride and groom. 


I wonder if it will be BRIDE and BRIDE when Helen 
and I leave on our honeymoon? 
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I still remember a morning in London when I received 

one of the surprises of my life. The front page of the 
sedate "Manchester Guardian" carried a most uncharacter- 
istic headline: “Fighter Pilot Changes Sex". This was 
the story of Roberta Cowell. In the following weeks Pic- 
ture Post serialized Robert's story and I was one of many 
who increased that paper's circulation. {! had been a TV 
for about twenty years, but only mentally for some time 
due to lack of privacy. I had even gotten used to it but, 
as so many girls must have discovered, it takes only one 
stimulus to awaken all the old desires and find that they 
have become stronger, as a result of their supression. 
My reading widened to give the more sensational papers 
a more than customary glance. I discovered that I was 
not.the only TV and that these papers seemed to have a 
special venom reserved for us. 


I had to continue the supression for a few more years, 
but I began to search newspapers, magazines and books 
for all the information that I could find. In time I had 
my own rooms and the dam burst. I was in charge of a 
large household and had been staying alone in it during 
a holiday period. Just before we reopened for business, 
one of the staff returned and being afraid of sleeping 
alone in the girl's quarters, which were in a separate 
building, took the room next to mine until the other girls 
returned. One evening when she was out, curiosity proved 
my undoing - I had to see her clothes. Of course, a 
dressing session followed. I had a fright at one point 
trying to get out of a dress with a back zip. It was my 
first acquaintance with the peculiarities of nylon zips. 
But I just couldn't believe it, when it repaired so easily. 
There was a reaction of guilt, of course. Not only the 
usual guilt which we have all felt but also a realization 
that this was not the way for the boss to treat staff. I 
had to acquire my own wardrobe. I began by buying a 
blouse, skirt, slip, panties, and greatly daring (and 
scared) a bra and girdle. This was to be enough. I was 


going to indulge once in a while and, after atl, the things 
had to be kept in a suitcase, It was about four years 
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after this that I received my invitation to come to the 
United States. Before I left, I had to decide what to do 
about my wardrobe. It took three large parcels to cha- 
rities before I had reduced it to the contents of a very 
large trunk! 


Now followed a year away from home; a chance to 
reform. Perhaps a whole year of abstinance would cure 
me or, at any rate, let me recover control. {[ think my 
good resolutions lasted one week after I moved into my 
apartment, Sylvia and her brother will continue to share 
the same body as long as we live. The problem is what 
to do about her. I have always had some indifference to 
what the neighbours think. It cannot be total because 
we must share the same society and have a common in 
terest in protecting against the things that threaten the 
peace of mind of all of us. But the guilt feelings came 
from something different. I have become a leading mem- 
ber of my profession. As a result of this, I have certain 
responsibilities. It is hard enough for me to exercise 
these, but the burden is too much when Sylvia is about 
when Dr. X is single minded. 


My study of everything written has continued. News- 
papers and magazines still provide only prurient articles. 
Psychiatrists contradict each other and sometimes them- 
selves. In any case, I failed to recognize myself in their 
descriptions of the hopes and fears of TVs. A few weeks 
ago, I discovered TVia. This was certainly different 
but I had to read more to be assured. Now I have read 
all the back numbers to #3. Virginia and Susanna say 
many things that-I have thought in the past but they offer 
hope where I could only find despair. By their examples 
of letting the girl within develop her own personality and 
by their devotion to helping others, they have shown me 
the way I should go. I have reached my nadir--I intend 
to grow from here both as Sylvia and Dr. X. 


"Sylvia" 
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by Doris (32-G-4) 


. oe ee os 
Do you know, I have just learned of a most 
astonishing thing? There is an apartment 
downtown rented by five men who go there 
and dress up as women! 


Why is that so astonishing? I know of an 
apartment elsewhere where a group of young 
people meet and rehearse plays--they are 
learning Hamlet right now. And other apart- 
ments where men and women meet and recite 
their own poetry to each other, and do other 
odd things. 


But it isn't right for men to dress up as women! 
It's indecent! 


Is it right for a man to go to a group and put 
on a tinsel crown and pretend he is a’ Prince 
of Denmark? 


But he's acting out a part? 


And those five men, are not they acting out 
parts too? 


But one is playing a role in a famous play, 
and those others, they are pretending to be 
women! 


Is it right that a citizen of this republic 
should pretend ta be royalty? And did you 
know that that Prince of Denmark takes the 
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right of vengeance to himself-and that is 
against all the laws and customs of modern 
civilization? 


But that's the play, and men should not pre- 
tend to be women..... 


Should they then pretend to be murderers or 
lunatic princes? 


It's the play, I tell you....That's the way 
it was written. 


Yes, but why pick that play--or any play 

with murder of royalty in it? What makes 
those amateur actors want to pretend to be 
what they are not? 


You are trying to confuse me. I am speaking 
of the men who put on wigs and dresses and 
play the part of women. 


Do they do this on stage and before an audi- 
ence? Does anyone see it other than them- 
selves? 


Now Daresitiiiles. 22 2% 


In Shakespear's time, which was only a few 
hundred years ago, all female parts were 
played on stage by young men, and before 
big audiences too! Was that right? Did that 
offend? 


But those were different times, and it was the 
custom. Today it isn't right. 


These young people who do amateur theatrics-- 
they also put on costumes and wigs and odd 
clothes. Do you think they get any pleasure 
out of that? 


Of course, they are enjoying themselves. 
It's part of the fun of amateur theatrics to 
dress up as what you are not. 
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And isn't it fun for these five men who also 
choose to dress up as what they are not, only 
in clothes of their own choice? 


I am indignant at it. 

You are inconsistent. Is someone making 
those men go there and forcing them to dress 
up that way? 


No, they do it themselves. 


But then is someone forcing the young actors 
to ge and dress up in ancient garments? 


No, they do it because they want to. 
Then what are you excited about? Some men 
evidently want to play only one kind of role, 


some play another. 


But I tell you it’s indecent....it's somehow 
improper. 


You are trying to say that it isn‘t mannish, 
it's perhaps sexual 


Ah, now you are beginning to understand what 
I was trying to say, 


Yes, yes, I know what you are driving at. 
But let us see. Do these men then make love 
to each other? 


No, I never heard that they did. 


After they dress up in their woman's clothes 
and their wigs, do they do anything shame- 
ful perhaps, outside of trying to walk about 
and act the role they have assumed? 


I never heard that they did. Most of them 
are family men. 


Does the actor who plays the Danish prince 
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go out and plot against the city government; 
does he see ghosts in his own home, does he 
scheme against his mother and cry vengeance? 


Of course not, he's sane and he is playing a 
part he likes to play, but only on the stage. 


And these other men, they are then insane? 


No, none of them, They seem perfectly 
normal. That's what's so shocking. 


You are still rather confused. Why should 
they be otherwise? What is so different be- 
tween them and the other groups? They have 
a hobby, a sort of club, and what they do is 
their own relaxation. It's a hobby, acting 
is a hobby, poetry reading is a hobby...and 
nobody not specially interested is compelled 
to be involved. 


The way you put it, it all sounds so simple 
and meaningless. 


And isn't it? 


Well, now, you have me all mixed up. It 
ought to be wrong, but still...I am indignant. 
It upsets me as a man. 


Why should it bother you as a man? You are 
not doing it. You are not viewing it. And 
they are not bothering you. Are you perhaps 
a bit insecure as a man? 


No, no, of course not. Just that it seems 
wrong. 


It does not seem wrong that others play roles 
of kings or soldiers or crooks or detectives or 
murderers...or that people meet in an alley 
at night and throw huge balls at upright sticks? 


what's wrong with a bowling alley? I bowl 
myself sometimes. 
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You don't think it sensual or sexual? Or perhaps 
just a little childish? Not quite the dignified 
thing for a grown-up man to do--play at tenpins? 


You are trying to confuse me again. I do it for 
pleasure. I get a kick out of it.. 


And these other men don't get a kick out of 
their little game? 


I suppose they do. Not everybody likes to bowl. 


And not everybody enjoys playing the part of a 
Prince or a murderer, and-not everybody likes 
to write poetry, and not everybody collects 
stamps, or goes skiing, or puts on special clothe 
and walks about with a golf stick on the greens. 


But it's so unusual, so singular...... 


There are equally singular hobbies..you just 
haven't thought about them. Some people col- 
lect old bottles, some climb dangerously high 
mountains, some drive fast cars.... 


And these men do it just for a hobby? It isn’t 
anything deeper than that, you claim? 


I claim nothing. There are unconscious reasons 
why anybody does anything. The man who acts 
a role has his unknown reasons, the man who 
drives a fast motorcycle has hidden motivations 
the man who collects odd things has his. These 
men have theirs..but who is to say which secret 
motivation is the more dangerous? 


Besides, I suppose if they do it, it fulfills their 
needs and that must be how their tastes run. 
Everyone is different. 


Exactly, and now what made you to astonished 
about that one little group? 


I forget.....it doesn't seem so astonishing any 


more. 
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by Rhond (47-G-1) 
oe ee ee ee Oe ee ee a a 


Graphic retrospect of specific childhood events is 
admittedly difficult, sometimes impossible. To my vague 
recollection pre-puberty youth for me, was entirely de- 
void of transvestic association. There occured during 
my adolescence however, incidents and feelings which 
although seemingly innocuous at the time, were in all 
probability preliminary to an eventual transvestic emer- 
gence, 


Complete eonism was not to be expressed until I was 
well into my third decade. And it was to follow at least 
ten years of gradual mostly subtle development, unre- 
cognizable at first but gaining impetus, particularly 
gathering momentum during the later years. I find it 
difficult to isolate particular causation or dominant events 
Either during or prior to this formative period, which 
could account for my vital preoccupation with femme- 
personation.,. But I do recall being strangely and strongly 
attracted to the clothing worn by my feminine classmates 
and companions. Curiosity led to desire, and eventually 
I was to don the garments of my younger sister. The result 
was erotic stimulus and accompanying self induced sexual 
satisfaction, These infrequent excursions in femme dres- 
sing were invariably followed by feelings of guilt and 
shame. My singularly unaccountable association with 
feminine clothing at that time would seem to have been 
more related to fetchism. But I now realize that these 
yearnings were latent embryonic sparks of femmeperson~ 
ation. 


I subscribe to the premise that no person can success- 
fully’ practice self-psychoanalysis. A person is too close 
to his psyche to be objective. So rather than attempt self- 
analysis; Ii want to elaborate on a vital positive physical 
emotional factor which although not in itself a cause for 
transvestism, is directly related in my case. 
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My physique is of decidedly feminine proportions. 
I am by masculine standards quite short, 5°3", slender, 
110 lbs., fair complexion, soft skin, and lacking in the 
muscular male development in arms, shoulders and legs. 
The general configuration is similar to that of a univers- 
ally average young woman of my height and weight. This 
petite size enables me (with the aid of only a medium 
padded bra) to slip easily into a size 12 dress and snugly 
into a size 10. Countless genetic women are desirous of 
wearing these sizes. Many cannot. When dressed, I pre- 
sent a reasonably attractive feminine figure which for- 
tunately allows realitively easy “passing”" for me. Thus 
I am able, with careful preparation and proper conduct 
to blend into the stream with my genetic sisters without 
attracting uncommon attention. A femmepersonator of 
more masculine proportions faces a greater risk. Of 
course I do fear discovery, but I have yet to encounter 
known suspicion. Moderation in makeup, dress and be- 
haviour minimize the inherent danger. My trips “out" 
have been for shopping. Only in the last two years have 
I had enough self= assurance to venture from the sanct- 
uary of the locked room. 


When in 1951 at the age of twenty, I failed to pass 
the Armed Forces pre-induction physical examination be- 
cause of my slight build, (offically under weight for a 
male of my height) I was dejected and somewhat ashamed 
of a less than masculine body. This 4-F classification 
was an emotional blow, and an abrupt affront to my then 
still male ego. I was despondent for a considerable time 
over this rejection. J tried to conceal it from my friends 
and family, and accepted my physical status only after 
I had fully entered the world of femmepersonation. 


Subsequent events were to contribute to my femme- 
philia proclivity. My sister left home to marry in that 
year (1951) and this brought an end io my infrequent 
akward trials of her clothing. Self-recrimination pre- 
eluded my ever fully dressing in her apparel. At that 
time the word, even the implication of transvestism was 
unknown to me. My interest in lady's clothing was quite 
dormant during the period. About two years later (summer 
of 1953) an attractive and refined young lady spent a few 
days as a house guest at my family home. Somehow it 
seemed natural that her presence resulted in the re-acti- 
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vation of my longings. As soon as the opportunity arrived 
for me to be along in the house with her soft feminine 
garments, I easily succumbed to that familiar compulsion. 
For the first time without feelings of guilt and shame, I 
experienced the delightful ecstasy of femme- dressing. 


Most of my feminine companions have been approxi- 
mately my size. I invariably wish for the chance to try 
on their clothing. But I have not told any of them about 
my desires, Since I am still a carefree bachelor, I have 
yet to face the problem of trying to explain overt trans- 
vestism to a potential wife. This need for confession I 
feel, will be mandatory because my yearnings for femme- 
dressing are much too strong to be denied or terminated. 
It is most probable that my future wife will quickly be- 
come cognizant of my compulsion. I doubt that a real 
transvestite can resist the intensity of the pattern. Since 
I can likely anticipate marrying a girl pretty close to 
size. The available clothing temptation will undoubtedly 
prove irresistable. 


In 1957, at the age of twenty-seven, I finally sur- 
rendered to this delemma which had been vexing me for 
a full decade. Resistance had withered, then died, and 
I was left with no recourse but absolute capitulation. I 
commenced to acquire my personal feminine wardrobe. 


My introduction to TRANSVESTIA in 1960 further 
accelerated my femme-phillia. But even more distinctly 
important it provided me with a vital key to open the 
door of ignorance, guilt and self doubt. And it provided 
me with a sense of direction. I had previously encount- 
ered quasi-medical publications which presented material 
on transvestism. These sources are obviously unsatisfactory 
because of their superficial clinical viewpoint. Since 
they are composed by observers rather than participants. 
these viewpoints contribute virtually nothing towards 
self acceptance, or the understanding of personal moti- 
vations. 


Through the Person to Person department of TRANS- 
VESTIA, I was able to establish contact with others of 
mutual interest. I heartily endorse the priceless insight 


which is to be acquired by active discussion of the prob- 
lems, needs and aspirations With people who thoroughly 
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understand and appreciate my feelings. I have discovered 
with TRANSVESTIA and with my femme-personator friends 
that we are not peculiar odd balls. Without these avenues 
of knowledge I would have remained in the locked door 
stage. I agree with so many others that the services mag- 
nanimously rendered by Virginia and Chevalier Publica- 
tions are invaluably unique. Our gratitude is abundant. 


An incongruous shallow value, the adult physiological 
aspect of the social structure of western society provides 
a curious phenomenon. Although the tall viril man us- 
ually commands respect and admiration, the small deli- 
cate man like the fat man is oftimes the object of ridi- 
cule, scorn and buffoonery, and is committed to a life 
in which he is compelled to feel inadequate. Conversely 
the larger lady is pitied, ridiculed and frustrated and is 
quite envious of her more petite sisters. Of course, as 
people attain maturity these unreasonable attitudes assume 
less importance. It is in youth that physical status (beauty)} 
is paramount. 


Virginia has advanced the theory that the roots of 
transvestism are psycho-social. My experience would 
seem to corroborate such contention. I feel deeply that 
my size is the most critical factor in the overt develop- 
ment of my transvestism. Since I am not fully accepted 
as a man, I seek solace in my identity with women. 
Femme-personation provides for me, perhaps uniquely, 

a certain degree of psycho-therapy by relieving through 
it's transference a deep rooted inferiority complex. Due 
at least partly to acceptance of my femmeephillia, I am 
now resigned to the acceptance of my less-than-masculine 
configuration. I am no longer compelled to fight my 
male ego. I don't have to envy the big fellow. 


Antithetically I am in fact most proud and enthusia- 
stically satisfied with my petite sylph-like feminine 
composition, and am gratified with this splendid oppor- 
tunity to enjoy a special privilege denied most other men. 
To paraphase the song - “I Enjoy Being A Girl". 


Disillusion 


by Lynne (32-C-1) 


ee ee Oe Oe Oe Os Oh On Oh Oe a os 
Her Name was Eve, the most desirable female I had 

ever seen. Long, silver blonde hair that hung to her 

soft, lovely shoulders. Her figure was one of perfection. 

Each graceful curve, each flowing line in perfect har- 

mony. A voice mellow and exciting. Yes, this was 

Eve Adair. 


I first met Eve two weeks ago today. Joan, that’s 
my girl friend, had invited her girl friend and boy friend 
to join us for dinner at the Embers. It was around 2;00 
a.m. when we completed our evening with a stop at the 
Pink Kat Club! 


No sooner were we seated, than the club lights dim- 
med and the spotlight found the curtains of the stage. 
As the organ player broke into a low-down blue song, 
the curtains parted and Eve came into my life. 


She moved gracefully about the stage, her figure 
and voice cayntivated the audience. I sat there speech- 
less. Man, she was the most beautiful female {! had ever 
seen. The hot pink, lace cocktail dress clung to her 
body like a second skin. Even Joan gasped as she came 
down two short steps from the stage and moved out into 
the audience. 


It was fate that she should come by our table. I 
saw her coming, gracefully moving to the soft rhythm of 
the music. Then she was beside me, looking down at 
me. I heid my breath and could feel the perspiration 
forming on hands and brow. 
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I tried to swallow. It was impossible. [I reached for 
my glass instead. Her blue eyes were smiling at me and 
as she sang her fingers caressed the back of my neck. 
Joan would certainly flip at this I thought, but instead 
she just sat laughing at my obvious embarrassment. The 
music ended, and as suddenly as Eve had entered my life 
she was gone. Leaving me in a state of complete frust- 
ration. 


The next few days were torturous ones. I was @ man 
possessed. Possessed with an overwhelming need for 
this lovely gal, unlike any I had ever felt before. 


It was a miracle when Joan called, and said her 
mother was ill and she had to go back home for a week 
or so. The prospect of her being gone for a week filled 
me with new hope and [ secretly began forming my plans. 


Once I had seen Joan safely off on the plane, I drove 
through the crowded streets and pulled into the parking 
lot behind the Pink Kat Club! That was five days ago! 


Each night it was the same. The same burning de- 
sire, the same hungry longing, the overpowering need. 
She accepted my flowers and gifts, acknowledging them 
with a warm smile, a soft caress with eyes. Each smile, 
every movement reassured me it was only a matter of 
time. 


It had taken several lunch hours, but after many 
inquiries I finally located her apartment. "6-B, six 
floors up and to the left at the top of the stairs", the 
manager had said with a wink in his eye. 


Eve was almost through her closing number when I 
left the club and drove to the street where she lived. 
The tension was mounting within me... .this had to be 
THE NIGHT!!! 


Once inside, I was terrified, how would I act? How 
could I tell her how I felt? Even more important, what 
would she say or do as a result of this surprise visit. 
Would she recognize my lascivious desires and rush head- 
long to meet them? There in the darkened hallway, I 
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waited. Ready to run, asking myself over and over again 
if this could really be happening. Time and time again 
I started for the stairs, only to turn back, desire stronger 
than my own common sense. 


2:30 A.M. I lit a cigarette, and never had one 
tasted so good. Closing my eyes, I envisaged our meeting. 


I would be manly and amourous, yet gentle and 


understanding. Crushing her in my arms, I would tell 
her over and over again of my love. She would meet my 


advances, passionately submissive. Perspiration rolled 
down my forehead, burning my eyes. The cigarette 
tasted hot and foul. Grinding it to the floor, I longed 
for a drink, anything tall and cool. Then I heard her 
voice in the hallway. 


SHE WAS NOT ALONE! Angrily I bit my lip and 
shrank further back into the dark shadows. Disappoint- 
mept now a part of my frustrations. It had never entered 
my mind that she wouldn't be alone. My feet wanted to 
run, but to do so would only bring me face to face with 
them in the hallway. There was no way out, my only 
hope was to remain unnoticed in the shadows. I held my 
breath and stepped back until I could feel the waliboard 
against my shoulders. It was then I heard him speak. 


"You knocked ‘em dead tonight, Kid. Never heard 
you sing better. Don't worry yourself about that con- 
tract renewal! For my money, you're the best "FEMALE 
IMPERSONATOR" the club ever had! 


RRRRRRRRRR 


There was a young man from Park Place 

Who liked lovely ladies in iace. 

They looked oh so cute with their skirts all a blowing 
So sleek, and so smooth with their loveliness showing. 
He drew a sharp breath as the chill winter breeze 
Lifted his skirt and nipped at his knees. 

For some girls are female and some girls are not 

And this dovely lady was a boy as a tot. 


Barbara - 7*H-2-FPE 


LINDA JEAN 20-B-1 and 


BRIGETTE ANNE a friend 
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Kay Goes 
To Chicago 


by Kay (22-K-1 FPE) 
0 am 5 Gay 2 ee Dp ees 0 ee ee 2 ee en en es ee ee 2 ee 2 ee ee 8 


a Getting up this morning was no chore. This was the 
day! Thank goodness, I had about decided what to wear- 
an easy-traveling black arnel jersey with unpressed 
pleats. JI added a bouffant petticoat to make it stand 
out a little, put a gold leaf-design pin in a strategic 
location near my left shoulder, and added beige access- 
ories, shoes, gloves, purse. Over the dress (the weather 
was rather nippy), I wore a beige bulky knit sweater and 
my beige coat. But as soon as I was under way, I found 
this was too warm for driving, and I removed the coat. 


Everything had gone according to plan, but remem- 
bering last year, I decided to stop and check as soon as 
I found a restaurant where I could eat breakfast. Yes, 
the two suitcases and hatbox were in the car truak. The 
fur cape and the folding, zippered case with my other 
clothes in it were hanging from the hook above the back 
seat, (I'd left every stitch of male clothing behind). 
What else? Oh yes, check my purse. Everything was 
there. Money, comb, driver license (I don't know what 
I'd have done if I'd ever had to show it, but decided it 
was best to bring it along). Hairpins, compact, lipstick, 
work and driving glasses, etc, etc., a typical woman's 
purse. But everything was there. I breathed a sigh of 
relief, checked my lipstick and went into the restaurant. 


There were only a few people in the restaurant, 
mostly men. Out of the corner of my eye I could see 
them giving me a quick once-over as I smoothed my 
skirt under me and slid into a booth. The waitress eyes 
were sharper (women are generally more observant than 
men, about the way you are dressed), but apparently I 
passed inspection because she gave me a friendly “good 
morning", and offered me a menue and asked what I'd 
like. I settled for orange juice, toast and coffee and 
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was soon on my way again. 


Three hundred miles, one stop for gasoline and 
lunch, and about six hours later, I broughtmy car to a 
halt in front of the hotel where I was to stay. Hotels 
are a bit of a problem for me because I have no way of 
making an advance reservation in the name of Kay Spen- 
cer. The hotel might send back a confirmation to her 
and, although she lives with me always, no one knows 
her address! An odd situation, I must say. 


Anyway, the doorman was very gracious, opening 
the car door for me and seeming to appreciate the well- 
sheathed leg and groups of petticoats as I got out of the 
driver seat. I smiled at him and he grinned broadly as 
he asked “are you checking in Ma'am?’ (It always start- 
les and thrilis me when someone calls me Ma'am!). 

I assured him that I was, and waited while he unloaded 
the car and sent it to the garage. “Keep your fingers 
crossed", I said to myself, "I hope they have a room for 
you". 


Following the beli-hop through the lobby to the 
desk I was sure my clicking heels were attracting the 
attention of everyone and, at the desk I asked the clerk 
if they had a single with tub bath, which I prefer. 
Checking quickly, he informed me that he did and shoved 
the registration card toward me, adding that I was lucky 
because there was a convention in the Hotel, but he had 
just had a cancellation. I signed the card carefully 
"Miss Kathryn F. Spencer", in my best feminine hand, 
handed it to him and then, demurely asked the price of 
the room. Glancing at the card he told me and then 
said, "you really should have made a reservation, Miss 
Spencer. Your room is a nice one, but you can be more 
certain of getting what you want if we know a little a- 
head of time". I thanked him, he smiled, said he hoped 
I enjoyed my stay and handed my room key to the bell- 


hop. 


My room is delightful! Spacious, with a double bed 
and with a full length mirror on the door of the closet. 
However, it's already four o'clock, and I have to call 
Larry and get ready for dinner. So, out of the zip case 
come my dresses, skirts and blouses which I hung in the 
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closet after checking them for wrinkles. Lucky you, 
they're in perfect shape! The other things can stay in 
the suitcases until I have time to put them in the dresser 
drawers. Then to my purse to find Larry's number, and 
almost had heart-failure when at first ] couldn't find it. 
Finally I remembered - it was in the compartment of 

my bill-fold with my driver's license. 


Larry is a psychologist with whom I'd been corres- 
ponding having come upon one of those "ads" and he 
had indicated an interest in people like me. In fact, 
I suspected that he too was a femiphile, and this I later 
confirmed. Anyway, I called him and he said he could 
come to the hotel about six, so I took a quick bath with 
lots of bubbles and emerged from the bathroom in a cloud | 
of bath powder. I slipped into a pair of fluffy pink mules 
and started to dress. 


This time I wore one of the lace-up waist cinchers 
(to win my battle of the bulge) , a black longline bra 
(this helps too), and a stretch girdle over my hip; pads. 
Then, after fastening my garters and adding a pair of 
black lace-edged panties, I surveyed myself in the mirror 
A rather good figure if I do say so and ail modesty aside! 
I then put on a black nylon half-slip with black lace ap- 
pliqued around the hem and along the slit on the left side. 
Then I began my make-up. This completed, I combed 
and brushed my hair, imparting a little curl to the bangs 
and sprayed it lightly. 


My beige cotton-lace sheath was then removed from 
the plastic cover, zipped down the back and I stepped 
into it (to save my hair-do), zipped it back up and 
wrapped the beige satin sash around my waist. Now my 
excitement was beginning to mount. After putting on a 
gold and white necklace and matching earrings, I slipped 
into black pumps and got my black gloves and black vel- 
vet clutch bag out of the case. 


A glance in the mirror (I'm afraid it was more than 
a glance) told me that Kay was ready for a delightful 


evening. "You may not be beautiful, my dear, but you 
certainly are an attractive looking woman. At least I 
hope Larry thinks so". I reassured myself. 
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That reminds me, Going to the phone, I called 
room service and ordered glasses, ice cubes and soda 
for the Canadian Club I'd brought along. I hoped Larry 
would like it. 


Soon there was a knock on the door and when I asked 
who it was, he answered, “It's Larry”. 


"Do come in”, I said and extended my left hand in 
greeting. 


His face was a sight to behold as various emotions 
swept over it. At first, startled, incredulous and un- 
certain. These gave way to interest, excitement and 
approval ( Thank goodness!). 


“Uh - Uh - Kay?" 


"Yes dear, I'm Kay, and don't stand there like a 
ninny, come on in!" 


With that, he grinned a little, came in, dropped 
his coat on the bed and we started to talk. Soon we 
were like old friends. He mixed the drinks for both of 
us and we toasted our good fortune in meeting and the 
prospect of a lovely evening. He complimented my 
appearance, marvelled at my courage in travelling in 
femmedress and with some hesitation, wondered whether 
I'd tell him more about me because, he said, psycholo- 
gists were still pretty much in the dark about us. 


“what do you mean - us?" I asked, as he glanced 
toward the foot of the bed. Then, for the first time I 
noticed a small case which he had apparently brought 
with him. 


I feigned surprise and my hand flew to my breast. 
"You mean that you - and I - both?" 
His face reddened a little and he dropped his glance, 


but he quickly found his courage and said, “yes, I think 
I'm an FP too, but I haven't had-your courage or experi- 


ence. Would you help me?” 
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"Darling, of course I will", I cried. “What's in 
the little case?" 


"Just a few things - a dress and a wig and so on. 
I*1ll tell you about it at dinner. Then maybe we can 
come back here and do some femminating9' 


Before we left, I did get him to hang up the little 
white wool sheath he'd brought along and it was very 
plain that he was grateful for the friendly and casual 
way in which his confession had been received. However, 
for now, he was my escort and after I'd pulled on the 
black gloves he gallantly placed my black seal cape 
about my shoulders and, with my purse in one hand and 
the other on his arm, we walked through the lobby to 
his car. 


We went to a Hawaiian type restaurant where we 
were greeted graciously by the hostess and led to a 
softly lit table for two where we listened to romantic 
Hawaiian music and sipped some exotic necter from the 
islands. {I don't remember much about the meal except 
that it was some delicious Polynesian fare and that the 
Polynesian waiters were most solicitous. The Hawaiian 
decor and the palm trees and the soft music with the 
sound of the surf behind it made it a memorable occasion. 
Especially for one like me - an incurable romantic. 


Ail too soon (for me at least) it was over and we 
were on our way back to the hotel. Larry was rather 
silent for a while but then he said, “you know Kay, to 
be quite truthful, I rather dreaded this evening - I 
think you must have noticed how nervous I was on the 
way here. I couldn't help thinking of all the things 
that might happen to us if someone should suspect. And 
my stomach was full of butterflies. But, and this is the 
thing that amazes me, you not only look completely fem- 
inine, but I actually think you are! You have such an 
easy and casual air about you and you have the poise 
and grace of a perfect lady all the time. You have 
certainly put me at ease and I couldn't help asking my- 
self all evening if I were really sure about you - maybe 
you really are a woman!" 


‘Larry ", I said, dabbing at my eyes with my hankie, 
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"that is the nicest compliment I've ever had! You're 

so darn sweet” - and I choked up a little - “in saying 
such a thing. Every woman wants to think she is at least 
attractive, but more than that, she wants to be a real 
person. Not only a real person, but one who is gentle, 
gracious and kindly. I think all my dreams would be 
realized if I thought I had somehow reached out and con- 
vinced you that I am really the kind of woman you think 
I am - a lovely, warm hearted human being. Please, 
Larry, if you can, always think of me that way." 


(The fact is of course, that Larry has good reason 
for thinking of me as a woman. He has never seen me 
any other way and as for as I know, his only reason for 
thinking that I am an FP is because I told him so in our 
correspondence, before we met. Even then, however, I 
used feminine stationary, used, or tried to feminine 
hand writing, and sent him color photos of me in my 
most attractive gowns. I have never sent him any other 
kind of pictures and have never removed my wig in his 
presence. To this day his only image of me is completely 
feminine.) 


Upon returning to the hotel, he iet me out at the 
entrance and I waited for him in the lobby while he parked) 
his car. Soon we were back in my room and he gently 
removed my cape and hung it up. I suggested a drink 
and we talked for a while, but I could see that although 
he was trying to adopt a professional demeanor and an- 
alyze me, there was an undercurrent of uneasy excitement 
in him. I was sure I knew the reason, (who is the psy- 
chologist here, anyway?) 


"Larry, it’s getting late. Why don't you try on the 
things you brought? I'd love to see them." 


"Oh, they're really not much. Besides, my wig is 
a mess and the dress needs pressing and - ”. 


I stopped him. “Larry, those are just excuses and 
you know it. Now lets get started." 


He didn't need coaxing, but hesitated a moment and 
then’took his case into ithe bathroom, a‘sking to be ex- 
cused and closed the door. [I smiled to myself - another 
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compliment - his acting as he would towards any woman! 
I sipped my drink and waited. 


Soon the door opened and he called to me. 


“Kay, would you come in and help me? I'm not 
very good with make-up." 


I went in and found a young girl with auburn hair 
in a black bra and panty girdle looking rather confused 
at the array of my creams, lotions and powders. How 
slim she was! I picked up a tube of Contempora and 
went to work. It wasn't quite the right shade for her 
but it would do for now. Quickly I shaped her lips, 
shadowed her eyes, traced her eye-brows, and finished 
her face with a light film of loose powder. 


“Amazing!" She breathed, looking into the mirror. 


"Lovely!" TI said, standing back to view my handi- 
work. "Let's finish dressing!" 


Back into the room we went. Stockings were fastened 
to the garters, the half slip went on and then the little 
white wool sheath with the gold belt, then the brown 
pumps. As she stood in front of the mirror, I could see 
the excitement mounting. 


"Wait," I said, and went to my case, returning with 
brown shortie gloves with scalloped cuffs, over which 
I slipped a gold expanding bracelet of aurora. Thena 
gold pin at the left shoulder. The neckline stood up in 
a little cuff and needed no adornment. 


"Perfect", I said, "I knew you could doit. You're 
younger than I, you are smaller and slimmer, and you 


are a cute little girl in a way that a larger woman can't 
hope to be," 


A look of amazement and incredulity crossed her 


face as she turned and walked slowly back and forth be- 
fore the mirror. 


"Thanks, Kay, I'd never have believed it - but I'm 
| not sure about all this. Do you think there is something 
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wrong about doing this? I realize that you have accepted 
yourself and are happy to be as you are. But I'm not 
sure that this is me." 


"If it's not you, then of course it’s wrong but, looking 
at your eyes and seeing them shine with new life, I find 
it hard to believe that what I’m looking at isn't you, And 
if it is, it’s right. It's as right as rain, because it's 
never wrong to be yourself. Still, it's up to you. You 
are the only one who can decide." 


She closed her eyes tightly and stood there with her 
little fists clenched at her sides » tense and trembling. 
For what seemed an eternity, no word was spoken. 


"What is it to be?", I whispered. "What is your 
name?" 


Another pause, briefly. Then she opened her eyes, 
looked at me, and said, softly "Harriet!" 


A little tear welled up in each of her eyes and, im- 


pulsively I brushed them away with my fingers, held her 
head fn my hands and kissed her on the forehead. We 
clasped hands, set down and the talk gushed forth - girl 
talk - without restraint now - full and in the certain 
knowledge of perfect friendship and understanding. 


Then we took some pictures, Larry came back, we 
said goodnight, and I was alone with my memories. What 
wonderful ones they were. I recounted them all ~ each 
delicious little adventure of the day, as I changed into 
my nightgown and creamed my face. They hardly seemed 
real, but yet they were. My head sank into the pillow 
and soon I was walking barefoot in my nightgown across 
a satin covered meadow, in the moonlight. There were 
several moons and they were carried by Polynesians in 
silver trays which they placed in two rows leading to the 
sugar-plum tree. I picked one, and handed it to a little 
girl who then vanished. 

THE END 


WIGS... WIGS...WIGS 


The booklet "WIG WISDOM” which had been planned 
a long time ago and then not printed for several reasons 
will finally appear in a couple of months. This will 
give you full information on types of wigs, styling, care, 
costs etc. When it has actually been printed and the 
price determined it will be announced. 


However, the important thing is that beginning right 
away wigs will be available from Chevalier Publications 
through cooperation with a Hollywood distributor. 


While it is recognized that readers pocketbooks vary 
considerably and therefore several price ranges are of- 
fered, we do not propose to deal in the real cheap type 
of product. These can be obtained in so many different 
kinds of stores that there is no problem. It is our intent 
in this as well as everything else Chevalier has under- 
taken to serve your interests and save you money where 
possible, The arrangements that have been made will 
provide you with pieces of fine quality but at consider- 
ably less than regular going prices. Furthermore, cleaning 
setting and styling service will be available by mail. 
All of this will be detailed in WIG WISDOM, but now-- 
the prices. 


A. Machine- wefted 100% human hair, Oriental source 
8" length, black to medium blonde - 
Our price - $75.00 Reg. Retail - $150.00 


B. One of the finest machine wefted 100% human hair 
European source, 8" length, all colors. 
Our Price - $130.00 Reg. Retail - $225.00 


C. Hand tied, fully ventilated 100% human hair of 
Oriental origin. 
Our Price - $150.00 Reg. Retail - $235.00 


D. Very top quality, hand tied, fully ventilated, 100% 
human European hair, made in Spain, 12" lengths. 
Available, ail colors, the best. 

Our Price - $200.00 Reg. Retail - $3850.00 


Order From: Chev.Pubs. Box 36091, Los Angeles, Calif. 
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New Arabian 
by Sheila (30-B-2 FPE) Nigh ts 


ee 6 ee ee ge ee a a a ee ee oe 
There once was a young fisherman, who rose before 
dawn each day to cast his nets into the sea. He imposed 
it as a law upon himself not to make above four casts a 
day, come what might. One morning he had made three 
casts by moonlight, and had nothing but stones, gravel 
and shells to show for his labor. Bitter was his disapp- 
ointment, but when day began to appear he did not for- 
get to pray as a good Muslin should: and to his prayer 
he added this petition: "Lord, thou knowest I cast my 
nets but four times a day. I have already drawn them 
three times without the least reward; on this last cast 
I pray thee, let my catch be such as to justify my la- 
bor. I beg, send me not home empty-handed". 


On the fourth cast, he found nothing in the nets but 
a box made of yellow copper; and although he had hoped 
for fish, he knew that his prayer had been answered. 
"This Box", he said to himself, "is heavy, I shall sell 
it at the metal dealer's, and will buy more fish than I 
alone can carry". On looking more closely at his price 
he saw that it was sealed with lead, which led him to 
believe that it must contain something precious. To 
test this, he took his knife and with very little labor 
sprung open the lid. To his surprise, the contents proved 
to be smaller boxes, and jars, and metal tubes; and 
from these arose such a fragrance that the bare beach 
seemed like a veritable garden! Being wise in city ways 
(he had once spent an hour in Bagdad), he knew these to 
be the paints with which ladies perform their miracles 
of beautification; jars of blue kohl, tubes of antimony 
and vermillion, boxes of tale and the extracts of a thou- 
sand flowers. 


At this point, a strange force seemed to seize the 
young fisherman, and he suddenly became furtive in his 


actions. Up and down the beach he peered; there was 
not a soul for as many leagues as he could see. Towards 
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the land-side stretched an empty waste, and out to sea 
there was only a solitary gull. Finally he looked up, 
and even Allah did not appear to be watching and so he 
yielded, and touched a tube of vermillion to his lips. 
A few breathless moments later, from the mirror within 
the box lid a lovely maiden stared solemly at him with 
eyes that were hauntingly familiar, from an utterly un- 
known and strange face. 


“Well! " she said, “it certainly took you long enough 
Do you know, I've been locked in that box for simply 
thousands and thousands of years?". 


“But - -" said the fisherman. 

“I could kill you for being so slow! Still, I supp- 
ose you did about as well as could be expected", and 
she started picking up the finest of the dried seaweed 


lying about and tucking it under his turban. "Yow have 
no idea how dull it"s been inside that box. But now we' 
te going to live a bit!" She transfixed him with a daz- 


zling smile which made him feel dizzy and faint, as 
though he had been sunstruck - yet the sun was barely 
above the horizon. 


"Yes, but - - - -" said the fisherman. 


She was tearing bits off the nets, and skillfully we- 
aving them around the best of the shells and bright peb- 
bles “I've had lots of time to make plans, and I know 
just what to do". A glittering necklace went over his 
head. “You never could pronounce my name, you could- 
not even read it on this side of the mirror, so you may 
just call me "Jeannie", she added with aparkling eyes. 


"But - - - -" said the fisherman. 


“That's just a little joke", she explained. Then 
suddenly she was staring at his garment, which was 
little more than a sheet wrapped around him, and none 
too clean either. "You don't expect me to wear THAT 
do you?" 


"No, but - - - -" said the fisherman. 


"Of course not! I knew you'd understand. Now let's 
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get right on into town, we have a lot of shopping to 
do. You have enough money, don’t you"? 


"Yes, but - - - -" said the fisherman. 


"That's fine, because I'll need some reali hair, and 
I'll have to try to get some decent shoes on those bare 
feet, too. Come on, pick up the box and let's go!" 


And as they walked off up the beach, their shadow 
danced before them, long, slim - - - and solitary. 


BRIGHT IDEA 


One of our girls recently noted a column by Ann 
Landers in her local newspaper. It involved a wife 
whose husband was a TV. She wrote telling about the 
situation and asking advice. Ann Landers answered her 
in an unusually sympathetic way. Anyway this reader 
(and I must apologize for not being able to lay hands 
on that letter at the moment of writing this to give cre- 
dit for the idea) suggested that it would be a worthwhile 
effort if a group of TVs from different areas to write to 
Ann Landers teilting her that they (the writers) were them- 
selves TVs and that the problem of non-understanding 
wives was a big one; that TVism is not an isolated or 
infrequent pattern; and that her manner of replying to 
the wife undoubtedly helped to cement the marriage, 
and thanking her for her sympathetic treatment of the 
Matter. 


If a group of us were to write such letters it would 
surprise Ann Landers and her staff no end and make them 
even more aware of the field than they were before. I 
shall send the Wives Book to her and hope this will aid 
her in counseling others. Will you take a moment off 
to add your bit? Her column appears in many papers 
and you can send it to anyone of them. I got clippings 
from the Schenectady Gazette and Detroit Free Press. 
Write it to her care of them if her column doesn’t appear 


in your local papers. 
Virginia 
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Telling Children 


by Darlene (30-H-1 FPE) 

te ee eh Ue Oe Oe Oe a Oe Oe ee 

As a prelude to my views and experiences on ex- 
plaining femmepersonation to my children, I feel that 
I should clarify the picture of my home and it's occupants. 
My wife is accepting of my F.P. to the extent that she 
wants to do everything possible to bring happiness to us 
both. Our bedroom is feminine and we share the large 
dresser, the jewelry and anything else where fit is not 
a concern. We have three children, a girl seven, and 
two boys, five and two. 


For some time, the children had occasion to see me 
wearing petti-pants, but their questions received only 
weak answers, enough to satisfy their curiosity. The 
ability to explain F.P. to them had occurred to me at 
that time, however, I didn't feel that I could present 
an explanation to them which would make any sense, nor 
in fact, did I have a valid understanding myself of the 
emotional pressures within us that cry for release. 


In November of 1961, I was introduced to "TVia" 
and although this magazine has been a friend and proven 
to be a storehouse of information, until October of 1962 
F.P.°s were still just people I encountered in the maga- 
zine and since I couldn"t feel the warmth and sincerity 
of the individual personalities, I was skeptical about 
telling other people -the merits of F.P. and so I did not 
bother to tell my children. 


In October of 1962 however, I was privileged to 
spend a weekend at the resort, a time that will live 
forever in my memory, because of the graciousness of 
Marie and Susanna, and the friendships that were born 
of that meeting. I mention this incident, at the risk 
of digressing, because it played a most important role 
in my effort to mature into a perfect lady and a more 
valuable member of society. In order of importance 
this first personal contact with other F.P.‘s provided 


ther 
me the opportunity of actually seeing that many oO 
F.P.'S sc truly am asset to a troubled world, by virtue 
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of their ideals, and secondly, I feel that this personal 
contact is a must for those who are just readers and feel 
a sense of skeptisism as I did. It was at this meeting 
that I acquired a deeper appreciation of the wonders of 
F.P. and although I was advised by one of the doctors, 
present, that it would be better not to tell the children, 
I decided at length that I must. 


I felt that if femmepersonation is, as we believe, 
founded on a desire to radiate the best of our person- 
alities, then what a crime it would be not to share this 
with my children, especially now, during the formative 
years of their personalities, when I‘m desperately trying 
to instill in their minds a sense of values and under- 
standing of the world about them, so that in the future, 
when they are brought to the test, they will be able to 
impart the compassion and understanding that we seek 
from the many biased and ill-informed adults of our 
generation. 


One evening, while watching television, I brought 
up the subject of dressing up like a lady. This seemed 
to catch the interest of the children, so after showing 
them a picture, taken at the resort, I explained to them 
that I and a lot of other men felt a spirit of love in our 
hearts that was so strong, that we found that if we dressed 
like and pretended to be ladies, it gave us a comfortable 
feeling, and we found it easier to express our love this 
way. Perhaps this didn’t mean too much to them so at 
a later date I dressed for them so they could see what I 
looked like as a woman. Upon doing this I told them 
that I felt happier and that I could feel so much more 
love for them when I was dressed that way. At the same 
time however, I asked them to make this our little secret 
because if they told other people about it, they might 
think I was doing something bad, because the other people 
would not know the love that I feel when I am dressed 
as awoman. The children promised to keep this secret 
and since then I have dressed before them on many oc-~ 
cassions and we have spent many evenings that way. 


There is, of course, the opinion of some, they this 
may cause my sons to become interested in F.P. This is 
a calculated risk, but personally I don't think they will 
feel a need to pursue this role, because I try to maintain 
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the same personality in and out of dress. So far, my 
older son has not indicated that he wants to wear girl's 
clothes, but in the event that he shows signs of favoring 
the F.P. role, he knows that he dosen't have to hide his 
desires, nor will he be the victim of unjust criticism on 
my part. With regard to this line of reasoning, I feel 
that if all crises in the minds of young people could be 
aired and discussed intelligently, this automatically 
wipes away guilt, fear and the other building blocks of 
a collosal problem, which festers like a cancer and al- 
though ultimately removed, leaves a scar on the person- 
ality which could have been prevented, had the parent 
himself been really close to his child. 

BE i Sha aa a a al ia a ee a a 


INVITATION AND REQUEST 


The problem that Darlene has 
discussed in the above article is one 
that faces a great many of our read- 
ers. I know from letters received that 
many of you have faced up to this 
problem. Wont you help those who 
are still struggling with it by writing 
up the matter as you see it. Tell us 
how you tooked at the matter, what 
you decided to do about it and why 
and then how you carried it out. 
Since this subject is of even more 
concern to wives than it is to TVs 

we would be particularly interested 
in comments from mothers as to their 
feelings about the matter and how 
they arranged to inform the children. 
Please add your bit to the knowledge 
of all. 


DARLENE 


Remember, we are on our own here, no professional 
people have dealt with this problem constructively and 
we must lift ourselves with our own bootstraps. It is easy 
to raise one's hands in horror at the thought of telling 
the children and the head shrinkers would be unanimous 
in their condemnation, but they aren't always right, so 
lets learn how those of you who have handled the matter 
did it, and what results have been. There is much to be 
learned in the whole field of gender-role development. 
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WHO SAID-- 
"ALWAYS A BRIDESMAID---~" 
MISTY 20-G~1 FPE, MIGHT MAKE IT. 


NORTHWESTERN GIRLS GET TOGETHER LAST JUNE 


ANNETTE DORIS JEANNE MARILYN JOYCE 
12—FelFPE 32=G-4 37=B-1FPE 47=I—1FPE 37=L-1 
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What Shall I 
_ beatnice 02-22 FFE) Wear 2 


ee a 
THE RIGHT CLOTHES FOR YOU 


2 To be appropriately dressed, you must first consider 
the season of the year. A white organdy blouse looks 
dainty and feminine in the summertime, but it is cer- 
tainly not appropriate for cold weather wear. Likewise 
a heavy dark crepe dress is out-of-place on a hot July 
day. True, certain fabrics are for both summer and 
winter. A tailored white cotton broadcloth blouse, for 
instance, might be worn both summer and winter, but a 
dark gingham dress made with a high neck and long 
sleeves would be quite out of place if worn downtown in 
the summertime, when the temperature is high. 


To keep cool during the warm months, you will want 
to choose cool colors. Your clothes should be a tiny bit 
looser than usual and you should avoid wide belts, high 
choking collars, tight bands on your sleeves or at the 
waist, and above all, you should wear perfectly laundered 
clothes. Wear fabrics or light weight leather shoes and 
avoid suede or heavyweight shoes which belong to your 
winter wardrobe. 


Wearing the right thing at the right time is most 
important, if you are to appear well dressed. Your dress 
and everything else you are wearing should be suited to 
the occasion. 


If you have decided on the most appropriate line 
and the most appropriate color scheme for YOU, you 
should give serious thought to a complete wardrobe. Bea 
Danville wrote a wonderful book entitled: "Dress well 
on $1.00 a day”. It is probably in your local library and 
is also available in paper back edition by Collier Books 
for $1.00. I am copying here, exactly as it was printed, 
her basic theme, to give you an idea of what kind of 
clothes you whould have. 


Trantwelia 


ITEMS PURCHASED ONCE EVERY THREE YEARS: 
REG. PRICE SALE PRICE HOME SEWING COST 

1 Winter Coat 75.00 60.00 45,00 
1 Suit 15,00 60.00 45,00 
1 Short coat, light weight 45.00 35.00 20.00 
1 Cordigan or sweater 18.95 14.95 14.95 
1 Umbrella 3.95 8.95 3.95 
1 Dacron/cotton coat 25.00 20.00 12.00 
1 Evening Blouse 4.95 4.95 4.95 
1 Short Evening Skirt 10.95 7.95 6.00 
1Pr. Evening Shoes 8.95 8.95 8.95 
1 Evening Clutch 2.95 2.95 2,95 
Total Exp. every three years 270.70 218.70 163.75 
Average Annual expense 90.28 712.90 54,58 


ITEMS PURCHASED ONCE EVERY TWO YEARS: 


1 Woolen Dress 35.00 25.00 
1 Woolen Skirt 12.95 12.95 
1 After 5 blouse 7.95 5.95 
1 Stole or knitted Jacket 5.95 3,95 
1 Velvet band & veil 1,95 1,95 
1 Pr. Pants (winter) 7.95 5,95 


1 plastic raincoat & hood 3,95 3.95 
1 Pr. rubbers 2.50 2.50 
1 Leather Handbag 10.95 10,95 
1Pr. fabric gloves 1,95 1.50 

1 Leather Belt 4,95 8.95 
1 Dark Summer dress 16.95 12,95 
1 Button-thru cotton skirt 6.95 4,95 
1 Pr. White fabric gloves 1.95 1.50 

1 Pr. Shorts 5.95 3,95 
1 Bathing Suit 10.95 6.95 
1 Casual cotton skirt or top 3.95 2,95 
1 Petticoat for full skirt 8.95 2,95 
1 Dark Slip 3.95 2.95 
1 Pantie girdle 1.95 1,95 

1 Robe or Lounging Outfit 6.95 4.95 
1 Pr. Light colored leather shoes 10,95 10.95 
TOTAL EXP. EVERY TWO YEARS 187.45 148,55 
Average Annual Expense 93.73 14,28 


ITEMS PURCHASED ANNUALLY: 

1 Dark Wool skirt 12.95 12.95 
1 Dark wool blouse or sweater 6.95 4,95 
1 Blouse 3.95 3.95 
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1Pr. Walking Shoes 10.95 10.95 10,95 
1 Pr. Leather Pumps 10.95 10.95 10.95 
1 Dark Summer Dress 12.95 8.95 5.00 
1 Pr. Leather Gloves 3.95 3.95 3.95 
1 Light Summer Dress 10.95 8.95 5.00 
1Pr. Linen Pumps 8.95 8.95 8.95 
1 Winter Hat 8.95 8.95 8.95 
1 Summer Hat 5.95 5.95 53.95 
1 Summer Handbag 2.95 2.95 Pe D3) 
8 Belts 3.00 3.00 3.00 
1 Camisole Top 2.50 1.50 1.00 
1 Shirt 1,95 1.50 1.50 
LPr. Play Shoes 3.95 3.95 3.95 
1Pr. Socks .00 -.50 -50 
6 Pr. Panties 4,00 4.00 4.00 
15 Pr. Stockings @ $1.,$.175 15,00 11.25 11.25 
2 White Slips 7.90 5.90 5.90 
2 Night Gowns or PJ's 7.90 5.90 5.90 
2 Girdles @ $6.95 13.90 13. 90 18. 90 
2 Bras. 1 @ 1.95, 1 @ 3.50 5.45 5.45 5.45 
Neckwear 5.00 5.00 5.00 
Jewelry 5.00 5.00 5,00 
1 Apron 1,50 1.50 1.50 
1 Pr. Slippers or house shoes 2.50 2.50 2.50 
TOTAL EXP. EVERY YEAR 180.45 163.25 149.90 
AVERAGE ANNUAL EXP. 93.73 14.28 62.85 
864,41 810.43 267.33 


Quite a list isn't it! While it is true that it is for 
the woman who wears her clothes 365 days a year and 
also has a place to keep her things, yet many of you have 
spent more than this on less and perhaps have not acheived 
as complete a wardrobe. You must learn the suitability 
of clothing to time and place. What's the difference be- 
tween a dressy dress and a casual? Also what kind of 
accessories can you wear? 


The difference between a dressy dress and a casual 
is something you must observe. I strongly urge you to 
buy some of the regular women's magazines, McCalls, 
Vogue, Harper's Bazaar, Good Housekeeping, etc. Study 
the current fashions. If you're fifty'ish don't get seven- 
teen‘ish ideas. Dress your age. From a study of the 
styles presented in these magazines you should soon ac- 
quire an understanding of the matters. 
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ACCESSORIES 


French women have had the knack of proper acces- 
sorizing for generations. They are born with it, I guess, 
and each mother telis her daughter, "If you are well shod, 
well gloved and well hatted, then you're well dressed, 
my child, no matter how simple your frock may be." 

You know yourself, that no woman can make a good ap- 
pearance if her gloves are soiled, her shoes shabby, her 
stockings’ seams crooked, no matter how handsome her 

dress may be. 


Accessories include purses, scarves, shoes, belts, 
gloves, hats and jewelry. The kinds of accessories you 
use help to determine whether your outfit is dressy, casual, 
tailored or sports. 


HANDBAGS 


To begin with handbags; One big bag, of course, but 
don't let it become a fixture. Black is your safest color, 
but get alligator if you can affort it, never simulated. 
Nowdays your handbag need NOT "go with" your shoes. 
You may very well own 4 or 5 bags of various sizes and 
colors which would include a white, a straw, a synthetic 
and a clutch for evening wear. A thought often expressed 
for us is to get you one big basic bag large enough to 
hold your camera. Get a purse organizer at a boutique 
or notion counter. [It'll help you find things more quickly 
and prevent those long awkward pauses which might allow 
deliberate examination by those nearby. Carry in your 
handbag everything you need. Make a check list of ne- 
cessities: compact, lipstick, tissue, hankie, hairnet, 
keys, money, glasses, cigarettes and matches, if you 
smoke, photos - especially those of children (even if 
they're the neighbor's kids), a poem, shopping list, a 
pen or pencil and I.D., (depending on your personal 
views of fact or fiction.) Before you go out make sure 
everythingis there, and when you come back, dump every- 
think out, blow out the trash or dust and repack it fresh. 
Remember daintiness should be one of women's natural 
qualities, 


SCARVES 


Next, let's talk about scarves. Here you can really 
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go to town. There are so many ways a scarf can be used 
to beautify a dress that it's hard to know where to begin. 
Item one: If you have a thin, scrawny neck, a too big 
adams apple, too thick a neck, a neck of two colors 
(above and below your shirt collar line), or any other 
defect, you can hide it with a scarf. BUT MAKE THE 
SCARF A PART OF THE COSTUME. 


Fashion hedges about scarves, shows them as inci- 
dentals, doesn't’ ever tell you quite what to do with them, 
yet scarves grow more and more beautiful. What you do 
with a scarf is much more important than the scarf itself. 
PRACTICE, PRACTICE, PRACTICE tieing scarves. 


Many a woman has taken a page from man in regard 
to tieing her scarf. Beau Brummel, who had the repu- 
tation of being the best dressed man in England of his 
time, is reputed to have said: “No starched fabric can 
ever be retied and look right," When he tied his scarf, 
his rule was perfection on the first try. If something 
went wrong, the scarf was tossed in the laundry to be re- 
washed and repressed. 


Try tieing one around your neck with the ends tucked 
into an open shirt waist top or a Vee neck, or hold it in 
place over a round neck with a pin or broach. Also try 
tucking the ends under your bra straps. Tie it in front, 
in back, on the side. It can be wound loosely around 
your neck and dropped glamorously off the shoulders so 
that it rises and falls in the wind. 


As for color, try a red scarf at the neck of a pink 
suit, a lilac print against a solid purple coat or for in- 
stance, with a simple beige dress, - white, brown, topaz, 
baby blue, gold, orange, yellow, turquoise, or prints 
may be used, Experiment. 


SHOES 


Shoes cover the color scale. They come in every 
imaginable shade, pink, purple, blue, green, coral, even 
yellow. First you need black shoes preferable kid. May- 
be patents, but note: if you have big feet, beware of 
pale shoes. They definitely make a leg longer by being 
"part of your stocking", where a dark shoe ends your 
body line at the ankle. Also if you have big feet, avoid 
patents, they catch the light and draw attention. Thirdly, 


63 


Vrantrestia 


if you have big feet, avoid the pointed toe, even though 
the pointed shoe was on the way out in ‘62, it's still 
available in ‘64. For city wear, dark shoes are a must, 
nevertheless they can match the costume, but not neces- 
sarily the handbag. 


Above all, they must be comfortable. Go have them 
fitted, preferably in the afternoon when your feet are 
swollen a bit, not in the morning. If your feet hurt, you 
hurt all over and can‘t smile as naturally. Also, count 
the number of hours you can be on your feet without a 
rest or a change and abide by that time limit. (Once, I] 
spent a whole year getting over a damaged toe nail that 
came from wearing too short a shoe for a whole day, plus 
forgetting to clip the toe nail beforehand.) Next, break 
in your new shoes by wearing them beforehand say half 
an hour a day for a week or two. There's a magic liquid 
on the market called “Leather Stretch" available at all 
department stores for about $1.00 which helps to fit the 
shoe to your foot. Get some today. Always when you 
come back home, kick off your shoes, paddle around in 


your stocking feet, wiggle your toes, and "Oh, doesn't 
it feel good!" 


Heel height can be almost anything, but 3-1/2 or 
4-1/2 inch heels don't make the woman. Spikes, fortu- 
Nately are on the way out in favor of the new lower stacked 
heel, and if you're tall, over 5°8", try at least one pair 
of shoes with a 1" heel. 


For healthy feet, change your shoes at least once a 
day, and never wear the same pair of shoes day after day. 
Have a variety of heel heights. Select a pair to fit your 
foot. 


BELTS 


Belts are a vital part of your costume, they should 
not be confined to the self belt which comes with each 
costume, rather they should be used to accentuate. Think, 
for a minute, how would the traditional Japanese Kimono 
look without it’s Obi. Belts can be spaghetti thin, or 
shoe string style, or as wide as 3 or 4", plain or jeweled, 
leather, cloth, fur, metallic, or synthetic. Generally 
if you have a small waist, try to focus attention to it 
by means of a shiny or contrasting belt. If you are tall, 
make a break in the rectangle with a belt of contrast or 
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even complementary color. In this part of your outfit, 
you can use pure hues of primary color. 


Do have at least one good leather belt. More if you 
can afford it. Classic leather, usually medium width, 
conventionally buckled. Pigskin or calfskin in good tawny 
colors are wearable with the major part of your wardrobe. 
If you can afford lots of belts, add patent leather, alli- 
gator, colored leather, suede, velvet, fur. 


Lastly, don't forget that belts can be contoured, 
which will take care of waistline faults. You can widen 
and/or narrow your own belt to make it cling for a per- 
fect fit. i 


GLOVES 


A woman without gloves is a marked woman. It's like 
going barefoot without them. Gloves are traditionally a 
sign of dignity, they should never be conspicuous, never 
trimmed, only well fitted, with tapering fingers, Never 
wear jewelry outside of gloves. Try to blend gloves with 
your clothes, or choose white or skin tones. Don't try | 
to match, no two fabrics dye alike, and don't have gloves | 
made from the same fabric as your suit, | 

| 
| 


Everyone needs a good glove collection, short, long, 
lace, doeskin, pigskin, cotton. Generally, the longer 
the glove, the more formal and dignified. A spanking 
clean pair of white cotton gloves is a dressed up touch 
to any costume. And remember - Gloves are made to be 
worn, not carried. 

HATS 


Once upon a time, you had to wear a hat. You don't 
have to today. A hat should really be a hat. Ladylike. 
With great dignity and charm and distinction. For the 
woman who knows how to wear one, making eyes more 
important, with sleek hair and neat underneath, it's a 
new experience. One that you'll enjoy. 


Hats can change the whole mood of a dress, can make 
a lovely lady lovelier, can bring out so many aspects of 


a woman's personality that are usually not seen. There 
are simply no rules about what sort of hat is for what sort 
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of lady. The only words you can say are that: I; short 
women beware of big hats, 2; tall women beware of little 
hats. 


Try one, the next time you're out - I dare you -. 
It's fun, fun, fun. 


JEWELRY 


The secret to having the right piece of jewelry at 
the right time is COLLECT, and keep, and make each 
piece your own. You'il have enough and besides that, 
styles change and then revert to what they were years 
ago. 


Whenever you're out, browse in the jewelry counter 
and pick out a piece or two, just because you like it. 
Oh, don't be silly! Men buy jewelry as well as women. 
You can buy for the "woman" in your life or for yourself, 
whichever way you happen to be at the moment, 


Occasionally, get a single good piece and save it 


for some special dress up occasion. Buy some in silver 
or white finish and some in yellow or gold finish, and 
stick to one color of metal while you wear it. If your 
“wedding” ring is gold, then match most everything else 
to it. Likewise with platinum or white gold. 


Beads can be any and every color. Mix and match. 
Do have several single strand pearls, pearl bibs, pearl 
bracelets, pearl earrings and even a pearl ring. 


Use jewelry to attract or distract attention. If you 
have a long narrow face, wear big white or glittery ear- 
tings. Not the dangly kind. But the answer to the 
question: "How much jewelry?" Is that you and you alone 
can answer that. Don't be talked about. "She looke like 
a Christmas tree," has been said too many times and 
truly. Don't let it be you. Have the ammunition always 
on hand, earrings, pins, necklaces, bracelets, watch, 
rings, gadgets of all kinds, then load yourself only with 
that you'll need to make a killing. 


Have fun with your accessories. Try all sorts of 
combinations when you're alone. Mix, match, try on - 
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be daring. Did you ever use a pair of earrings as broa- 
ches to frame your face, and also to hold your shoulder 
straps in place? Dangle a ring from some of your chains? 
Wear your big showy broach, front and center instead of 
off to one side? These are some of the things you can try 
and it's loads of fun trying, go at it! 


I cordially invite questions from readers, as to cos- 
tuming in general or in particular. If your questions can 
be answered at the end of each article, [‘ll be glad to 
do so. Or if you require a personal reply, write out your 
question and mail to Beatrice Carter, % Contact. Enclose 
two stamped envelopes, one for forwarding and one for } 
your answer. No forwarding fee will be required for such 
inquiries. 


THIS IS BEATRICE 33-B-2 

A LOYAL FPE MEMBER WHO 
HAS WRITTEN THESE LONG, 
DETAILED AND HELPFUL 
ARTICLES ON FASHION AND 
DRESS. OUR THANKS TO HER. 


OW THE RIGHT IS SHEILA, 
ZO-B—2 FPE TO WHOM WE 
ARE INDEBTED FOR THE 
BOOK REVIEWS WE HAVE 
ENJOYED IN PAST ISSUES 
AND THE OWE ON THE WEXT 
PAGE. SHE IS ALSO THE 
PROLIFIC AUTHORESS OF 


"QHEILA IN TV-LAND", 
HER MONTHLY COLUMN IN 
THE FEMME MIRROR 


Book Review 


by Sheila (30-B-2) FPE 


THE FEMININE MYSTIQUE, by Betty Friedan. Dell Pub- 


lishing, New York, 1964, #2498, paperback, 75¢. 


The "Mystique" of the title refers to an image to 
which one tries to conform, and the subject of this con- 
troversial best-seller is the false image to which modern 
American women are sacrificing their legacy of freedom, 
hard-won by the "suffragettes" of a few generations ago. 
The falsity of this image, the author indicates, is being 
deliberately shaped by those who stand to profit - emot- 
fonally, financially, or both - by the continuation of 
the second-class status of women. Regardless of the de- 
liberateness, there is no doubt of the reality of the pres- 
sure on women to conform to the "Happy Housewife" 
standard by turning off their minds and being good, tract- 
able, smiling consumers of over-priced goods. 


She makes some distinction between the old Judeo- 
Christian down-rating of women and the new mystique, 
though granting that the latter owes much to history. 
Freud's misunderstanding of the woman, which disrupted 
his own household, is pinpointed as a source; the unwise 
support lent his theories by Margaret Mead is another. 
Dr. Mead's personal life is contrasted to her printed 
words as an example of the conflicts created by this 
false image. Mrs. Frieden's analysis of women's maga- 
zines, based on firstehand inside experience, is devas- 
tating. Commercial exploitation of the mystique, a re- 
latively recent development, is also well handled. 


Obviously, the responsibility for this “conspiracy” 
is placed squarely on the men; women are blamed chiefly 
for their spineless acceptance of the situation. BUT, the 
author seems blind, or nearly so, to the harm done to 
men by this and the corresponding masculine mystique. 
Both are old; in 1881, R.L. Stevenson wrote "But it is 
the object of a-liberal education not only to obscure the 
knowledge of one sex by another but to magnify the na- 
tural differences between the two..the little rift is 
astonishingly widened by simply teaching one set of 
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catchwords to the girls and another to the boys". 


This book has a good deal in it for the student of 
femininity - and pseudofemininity - but leaves much un- 
answered, At least it confirms what we all have suspected, 
that "genuine" girls are almost as phony as TVs!! 


RDN? AO Os AOC? OME? “KONEY? “KD uqys 


EXPLANATORY LEAFLETS ON TV 


In TVia #30 I mentioned the leaflets that I have 


been passing out at lectures and suggested that if enough j 
of you showed interest I would print a lot and they could 
be bought and mailed out. About 10 responses came in | 
so I took the gamble and had a lot of them printed up. | 


It is one thing to bemoan the ignorance and prejudices 
which we must face, but it is something else to take part j 
in doing something about it, to fight back as it were. I | 
have now prepared the ammunition for you, I hope you 
will be willing to get some and join the fray. It is a i 
very nice looking 9 page leaflet with a mustard colored 
cover, a forward explaining why it was sent to the re- 
cipient and is marked on the back as being distributed 
by the Foundation. It is offered to you at 10¢ which only 
just covers the costs of preparing, printing, handling and 
mailing. 


I'd like to see everyone who reads this journal buy | 
about 50 of these and send them to doctors, judges, mar- 
riage counsellors, Police chiefs and junior officers, pro- 
minant lawyers, legal departments of the Armed Services, 
newspapers columnists, ministers, and anyone else deai- { 
ing with problems of human behaviour. At 10¢ apiece to 
buy, 4¢ unsealed postage and 1¢ for an envelope they are 
going to cost you 15¢ each or $7.50 for 50 of them. Can't 
you afford that much for the cause, for the education of q 
people who create public opinion and who might someday 
have something to say about your destiny? f 
DON'T JUST STAND THERE AND READ--DO SOMETHING! ! 


Order From: Chevalier Publications - Box 36091 - Los 
Angeles 36, California. 
ER Re RE 
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E AS fer Ht by Virginia 
Trip Report 


I'm a big girl, I've been in a lot of social gatherings 
of all kinds and I've watched a lot of people trying to 
"relax" to have "fun", to “enjoy” themselves, etc. But 
I can’t remember when I’ve seen seventeen people really 
enjoy a long party more. What am I referring to? The 
Alpha-Beta- Delta-Theta-Gamma Christmas get together. 

I use all these names because there were representatives 
from all those groups present covering the Wisconsin, 
Illinois, Michigan, Minnesota, Indiana, California and 
Ohio areas, There were six wives present too, and I 

think they had as much fun as we “PTGs" (part time girls). 


Shirley and Fran make the greatest co-hostesses ever 
and they surely sparked a perfect Christmas meeting. 
Shirley had gotten up such a lovely table of refreshments 
for us that I insisted that a picture be taken of it and 
then they insisted that I be in it taking the first (not, I 
hope, the biggest) piece. We had our business meeting, 
we had a raffle for the benefit of one of our less fortu- 
Nate sisters, and we had our gift exchange. Giselle and 
Cynthia of Illinois fought over which one would get to 
wear the panties that had been my contribution to the 

pile of gifts. To keep them from tearing each others 

hair 1 agreed to provide a second pair. They like “Mother 
and Mother" sets of things anyway so that will keep the 
peace. 


Edwina regaled us with some of her musical mimic 
songs that she has been giving to various groups around 
her area. We enjoyed them greatly and she is to be con- 
gratulated on developing this outlet for her public life. 


We got to singing Carols around the new organ which 
Fran had won as being the best salesman in her company 
and Shirley and Virginia took turns as organists, while 
Giselle operated the tape recorder, hanging the mike in 
front of each of us in turn. On the playback we all a= 
greed that if that tape ever got out we'd all be ruined. 
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Next the indefatigeable Giselle came up with a parlor 
kissing game called Choo Choo which found li'l old 
Virginia sandwiched between two wonderful GGs and I 


must confess that J] liked that game a lot and hope that 
Viv and Eleanor did too. 


When we finally got around to calling it quits about 
38 AM I'm sure that we all felt richly rewarded for coming, 
regardless of the distance. It was grand to meet in per- 
son so many with whom I have corresponded and to enjoy 
a period of real happiness with them. It took no alcohol 
or other artificial stimilants to relaxation and enjoyment 
to make this party go. It "went" under it's own power 
just because everyone was just being themselves and not 
“living up" to some expected code of behaviour. It was 
a tribute to what FPE can do for those who will join, take 
part and build. I hope more groups will form to enjoy 
what we all had those two wonderful days with Fran and 
Shirley who are two wonderful people, 

Br a ok de a te ad She a ad ae tad tle te tal ae a a tal da ad 

After that wonderful weekend I was driven back to 
Chicago by Giselle and Cynthia. There I boarded an old 
pc-3 for a flight to Bloomington, Indiana. It certainly 
seemed strange to get into one of these old workhorses 
of the air age after flying on the jets. 


Arrangements had been made for me to stay at the 
Indiana Union for the two nights of my stay and the ace 
comodations were wonderful. I spent the better part of 
two days at the Institute for Sex Research--the organiza- 
tion founded by Dr. Kinsey. I met most of the staff and 
directors and spent some time in the library and in going 
over their materials dealing with TVism. I certainly ex- 
tend my thanks to the Director, the other Trustees, Li- 
brarians and staff for their courtesy, interest and help 
during my visit. 


One of the staff psychologists at the University of 
Indiana Med. school in Indianapolis had expressed a de- 
sire to talk with me and so I was driven up there on the 
Tuesday before Christmas. I had a wonderful dinner and 
evening with him and his wife in the home of one of the 
professors of Psychiatry. Virginia was accepted as Virginia 
the whole time. The next morning I had been asked to 
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talk to the Staff Conference at the Adult Psychiatry Center 
at 8 AM in the morning. This necessitated getting up at 

5 to get ready. The conference itself ran till 10 AM, but 
various members stayed over and we talked till 12, and 
finally only 4 lady psychologists were left over and so 
they and Virginia walked over to the Student Union and 
lunched together, naturally a very delightful experience. 


Then a taxi to the Airport, plane trip to Chicago and 
a meeting at the airport by Cynthia AND by Giselle. At 
the last minute she had decided to come herself instead 
of her brother. So we three girls went to a nearby cock- 
tail bar and restaurant and spent a pleasant couple of 
hours before my plane was due to depart. Since they were 
departing for Europe for three years early in January this 
was our last chance to talk and to say good bye which we 
did with much regret. These two people are high on my 
list of special friends. You will see more of Giselle in 
the next issue as she is going to be the Cover Girl on #32. 


They put me on my plane which then stalled around 
fo. an extra hour before take off putting aboard extra 
fuel as it was not certain that we would be able to land 
at L.A. International because of fog. I finally got in bed 
at 2:30 of a day that started at 5 in the morning and you 
can bet that I was a tired girl and beginning to be worried 
about my appearance too. 


ALL in all it was a wonderful trip--all as Virginia-- 
and ] think I did some good for the cause, not only with 
the middle western girls but at the Institute and at the 
University of Indiana. They at least now know that an 
FP can be a lady, can travel, and can hold her head up 
in society without being ashamed of herself or have others 
ashamed of her. This may seem a small contribution to 
the cause, but when you consider the mountains of ig- 
norance and prejudice standing in front of us everv little 
bit helps, so I feel I did my bit. Had circumstances 
been slightly different I could have done more as [I al- 
most got to be interviewed on a housewives-type pro- 
gram for TV in Indianapolis, but there was no studio 
time available on short notice. I was told that next 
time I came through the city that it would be arranged, 
How about that, a TV on TV. That'll be the day. 

VIRGINIA 
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STMAS PARTY 
DORIS EDWINA KAY BARBARA 


23-V-1FPE 13-M-1FPE 22K-1FPE 13-S-3FPE 


BARBARA LEE VIRGINIA 
13-D-4 FPE 5-P-1FPE 
FRAN GISELLE LAURA MARIE CATHY 
49—C-1FPE 13-J-2FPE 35-Se2FPE 14-K-2FPE 38~-H~-1FPE 


Susanna 
Says 


ie ee oe Ue 6 he Oe OO da ee a 


TV's come and TV's go, but the dressing goes on 
forever...at least that is the feeling one gets at the end 
of a year which was richly rewarding in all types of ex- 
periences, even to acquiring a white parakeet who gur- 
gles incessantly while the mind of the writer tries to 
concentrate on the subject at hand. A wrap-up of a year 
gone by is always healthy, at least to check up on one's 
self and see where one is going..As Tecla says in her 
first direct contact with Susanna, "I do want to advance.. 
advance where? That is one of the questions." That's a 
moot point with most of us...Perhaps it would be an over-~ 
simplification to say: to be yourself, but I do feel the 
answer is definitely contained in that statement...To 
many of us 1964 was a step forward towards that goal... 
we did develop every time we went to bed with a feeling 
of satisfaction..we took a step forward everytime we 
looked at life with self confidence...we grew every time 
we expressed that part of ourselves that seldom has the 
opportunity to feel real and alive. The test...as we have 
often said it--is not in whether you become so good in 
your feminine role that you passed everywhere and fooled 
everybody. No..that is not the test, nor the final goal 
of our lives. I feel that the real test lies in finding that 
our dressing was stimulating to the total “twosome”. 


The most vivid example I can recall was Giselle 
from Chicago. She stopped at my house on her way to 
Germany with wife and little daughter. Sheila also came 1 
for the send off and we spent a delightful evening. Giselle 
then changed back into male attire and as "he" stepped | 
back into the living room, he proceeded to do a quick 
flamenco step that just about shook the whole house. It 
was obvious that he was expressing that added dose of 
vitality manufactured by Giselle’s previous presence. 
Dressing acted here like a tonic. 
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This is the very same tonic that often calms down 
the bursitis which periodically afflicts my other self. 
The very same tonic that prevents you from feeling the 
intense cold of winter despite the fact that you are 
wearing half the amount of clothing usually worn by 
your other self. The very same tonic that pulls every 
TV I know out of moodiness and irritability. Not all TV's 
agree with this viewpoint, however. They fear that the 
exultation felt by the feminine part of our being is defi- 
nitely harmful to the overall personality. I am convinced 
that anything can be harmful if you allow it to be so, 
and I equally believe that one can obtain beneficial re- 
sults from almost any type of activity (be it mental or 
physical) if one is smart enough to turn it into something 
beneficial. I would go so far as to say that no matter 
what the experience may be, there's always some good 
that can be squeezed out of it..Personally I am dressing 
now much more often than [I did during the first half of 
the past year and every time I dress I feel the magic 
music of a new world as if I had never heard it before.. 


There's nothing monotonous about self expression. 


I said that TV's come and TV's go...true...the year 
that ended a little while ago saw the disappearance of 
a few friends who either moved away, or just stopped 
calling...new associations are formed, new friends come 
into everybody's lives...but for every link missing a new 
one appears to take it's place...The new country house 
"Casa Susanna” was again a beautiful instrument for 
shaping new friendships...there was Wilma and Lisa and 
Daphne and many others who indulged for the first time 
in TV company while spending a week-end in the country. 
And they had the satisfaction of going visiting to homes 
of non-TV's who accepted them with open arms. That's 
a rare treat in the life of many TV's...Frankly I can't 
make up my mind yet as to what is more satisfying, 
whether to be in the company of non-TV's who enjoy 
your feminine personality knowing exactly what you are, 
or to be in a group of people who actually believe you 
are a GG and treat you accordingly. There's plenty of 
satisfaction in both cases - I don't know which is the 
best although I have a sneaking suspicion that the first 
case would get my vote. I have lived both experiences 
and frankly I've enjoyed both immensely, 
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For those friends who may be a bit skeptical about 
my being taken for a GG, here goes the story...This was 
some 9 years ago--the year J met Marie (my wife). I was 
living then in a furnished room near Riverside Drive in 
New York. When I rented the place I told the landlady 
that I had a sister who lived in nearby Connecticut who 

» would visit me quite frequently. I also said that she was 
» avery shy girl and she (the landlady) should not take 
offense if my sister did not engage in conversation with 
her. I proceeded then to show her several pictures of 
Susanna and told her that she would be getting mail in 
) my mailbox and that she would have a key to my apart- 
F ment. The plot succeeded beautifully. A few nights later i 
Susanna went down stairs to take a breath of fresh air 
and just stood on the sidewalk by the door. A few minutes 
later the landlady came out of her room on the main floor, 
(Susanna occupied a room on the second floor) and queried 
) Susanna as to her presence there. Susanna smiled and said 
"I'm Susanna Valenti, my brother is in 2-B". That's all 
she said. Next day the landlady met my male self on the 
hallway and proceeded to tell him that she had met his 
sister last night..and that she was indeed a shy girl. And 
so the duality was established. Susanna could come and 
go as she pleased. Her brother being very attentive and 
| talkative with the landlady, while Susanna kept herself 
aloof and non-available for chit chats. 
| 
| 
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A few days later she discovered that across the hall 
there lived a middle aged lady who seemed to be a re- 
cluse. She had visitors, no friends, and only went out ! 
once or twice a week. She had a husband who came home 
at 2 in the morning and a dog and a cat for company. 
Susanna'‘s other selt made discreet inquiries with the : 
landlady and learned that the neighbor in question had 
been operated for cancer in’the throat and that the re- 
sulting disfigurement of one side of her face had turned 
her into a recluse. She even kept the venetian blinds ; 
half closed. She did not want bright lights in her apart- | 
ment, ever. You can imagine then, what a perfect test 
case this would be for Susanna. This was going to be the 
first time she would try to really fool somebody. Thus, 
one evening she gently knocked on the neighbor's door. 
"Who is it?" Said the voice from inside..."Your neighbor 
from across the hali" replied Susanna just above a whis- i 
per. The door then opened a crack and a timid smile | 
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greeted Susanna. “Forgive me”, said our heroine - “but 
could I borrow some tea from you? Just a tea ball, that's 
all." A few minutes later, Susanna was back in her a- 
partment with a teaball in her hand and a tremendous 
feeling of excitement in her heart. Twenty-four hours 
later Susanna again knocked at the door across the hall. 
This time she carried a box of chocolates which she gave 
the lady as a token of friendship and thankfulness. Need- 
less to say Susanna was invited for a cup of tea...and 
that was the beginning of a beautiful friendship with a 
human being who was desperately lonely and received 
Susanna‘'s company as a blessing. It became then a routine, 
Susanna'‘s brother learned to arrive silently at the apart- 
ment every evening. Then, Susanna would quietly des- 
cend the stairs, reach the main door, and then return 
with a determined click-clack of heels..knock at Clara's 
door (that was the neighbor's name), and drop in for a 
chat even before she "arrived" at her apartment, 


What did we talk about? I was a writer of stories for 
the "True Confession-type of magazines..and Clara would 
listen avidly to my gossip about the New York from which 
she had cut herself off..We would talk clothes and her 
appreciation reached no bounds when I established that I 
would give her a manicure once a week..We also talked 
about my brother, whom she seldom, if ever, got to 
glimpse entering or leaving the apartment. Of course 
he was terribly busy..too busy to make friends. I even 
asked her to relay a message to him about Susanna who 
was going to be waiting for him in the lobby of the Roose- 
velt Hotel...Susanna'’s brother arrived an hour later 
making an awful racket opening his door. Clara stuck her 
head out of her apartment to convey the message to which 
he answered with a gruff “thanks”. Once more the “two 
people routine” had been firmly established. Six months 
later however-after a two week absence from the apart- 
ment, Susanna returned to learn that Clara had died 
(cancer again) and had been buried the day before. I 
cried that night and felt terribly alone. All 1 could do 
was send a wreath to Clara from Susanna. A harmless de- 
ception in a way, but a rewarding one for the two people 
involved. As a PS to the story let me say that Susanna 
met Clara's husband several times during those six months 
of visiting....and that he often expressed thanks for my 
being such good company to his lonely wife. It was a 
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marvelous experience indeed...but as I said before, 
equally wonderful times I have had with relatives of 
Marie's and other non=-TV friends with whom I have spent 
many hours of bliss just being Susanna without having to 
concoct a tissue of lies about my past and present as [ 
had to do with Clara. 


Marilyn writes from Seattle: "Still taking dance 
lessons. Now have 5 routines, including a rather badly 
executed can-can. I do wish I had more time to practice, 
as it does take time, but it is a lot of fun." Here's a 
cover-girl who has found a pleasant ramification in her 
feminine activities; dancing. You all know I am extreme- 
ly fond of dancing and I also wish I had more time avatil- 
able to practice. In the past few months I have been cru- 
sading among my friends as to the need for dancing. There 
is nothing like it not only for the pleasure it gives but 
for the opportunity to polish stance, walking and over 
all gracefulness. 


Many TV's feel shy about dancing....I maintain that 
if you have two legs you can dance. As a matter of fact 
we must remember that when GG's get-together and there 
are no boys around, they don't hesitate to dance with 
each other. So, why should we run away from dancing? 
It is quite enjoyable to learn to follow for a change. At 
some of our recent gatherings we have introduced dancing 
lessons as a feature. Susanna so far is doing most of the 
leading, but once there are enough TV's interested in 
practicing we could easily take turns and enjoy dancing 
for dancing's sake. As a matter of fact learning to follow 
as well as to lead results in a tremendously over-all im- 
provement of your dancing talent. 


When there are GG's present it becomes even easier 
for the rest of the group because they can demonstrate 
the finer points of following and graceful stepping. Be- 
lieve me, it’s a lot of fun. We do not have to become 
Pavlovas or Barrie Chases but we are certainly missing 
a most rewarding vehicle for expression if we turn our 
backs on dancing...and let me add, we are never too 
old to learn! One fairly good dancer in any group is all 
that is needed to start the ball rolling, be it a TV ora 
friendly GG. The most pleasant surprise in recent weeks 
was the tango danced by Helen and Susanna, Helen 
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leading, although she admitted it was difficult to lead 

in high heels. The tango is particularly demanding inas- 
much as the girl’s steps are absolutely the reverse of the 
man’s. If you learn both sides you really know the tango! 


And then again, what's wrong with learning to sew? 
Get a knowledgeable GG to start you on simple things 
such as hem stitching, or fixing the underarm seam that 
burst because we bought a size too small. Or how to 
shorten that petticoat that insists in hanging an inch be- 
low the hem of the skirt. And again, why not a bit of 
cooking? Perhaps to try your hand at a cake..and surprise 
your wife and your TV friends at the next party..making 
sure of course there's plenty of bicarbonate to go around. 


And before closing, a word about "hormones", to 
take or not to take. If your husband-wife relationship is 
satisfactory for heaven's sake don't kill it by swallowing 
hormones. Any doctor will tell you that female hormones 
(among other things) will definitely weaken and, depend- 
{ng on the dosage, may completely cancel out your male 
effectiveness and drive. In other words, you become 
neuter. If I were a wife, I'd want to hit my husband with 
the steam iron to put some sense in his little brain. On 
the other hand, if in your home life, sex plays no role 
whatsoever, you can try hormones under a doctor's super- 
vision and maybe you'll develop a marvelous bust. But 
then again, maybe you won't develop anything except 
dizziness and lack of vitality. It's happened, you know. 


My sisterly advice is don't....I’ve seen too many 
cases where the sprouting of breasts created so many side 
problems that the treatments had to be discontinued in 
a hurry. I have several friends who, no matter how hot 
it may be, just can't afford to remove their jackets when 
there are people around, to say nothing of the fact that 
they cannot go swimming any more..they are not femi- 
nine enough to do it in a girl's bathing suit, and they 
are now too feminine above the waist to run around in 
just a pair of trunks. There have also been cases of em- 
barrassment when the office for which they work has 
puddenly requested a medical examination with the com- 
pany doctor...Hormones are fine if your aim is to dedi- 
cate more and more of your time to dressing and to live 
gw good part of the time that way, but if you must still 
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maintain a masculine life, you simply cannot do it with- 

out facing too many complications. And remember tnere 

are two things which are crucial to most TV‘s and that 
hormones will NOT do; Erase your beard or give you a 
feminine voice..and even the breast development is not 
always forthcoming, or if it does occur, it is in such a 

small scale that you still have to wear falsies..so, where 

is the advantage? I write this particularly for one who 

invited comment, but I have a sneaking suspicion that i 
there are many a TV who'll be secretly disappointed with | 


this viewpoint. 


And to really close; just a note that is perhaps out- ft 
side the boundaries of the subject which concerns all of 
us, but that has to do with a dear friend of mine and of | 
quite a few TV's who have met her; I refer to Marianne. 
She's a trans-sexual who--as these lines go to print-will 
be undergoing THE operation in a clinic in Italy. All I 
can wish her 1s good luck and happiness upon her return. 
I hope she will make a go of her new life. 


And that's all for now....see you in TVia #32 


Love, Susanna 


This is my first opportunity after Christmas to thank 
all of you who sent cards and gifts to Thea and me this 
past season. It is impossible with the load of work to q 
thank each of you individually, but both of us appreciated 
the thoughtfullness of so many of you in sending remem- 
brances of various kinds both cards and gifts. It is heart 
warming to know that one's efforts are appreciated by 
others--it provides the drive to go on when the load gets 
heavy and frustrating as it does from time to time. We wou 
would have liked to have remembered all of you, but 
this too was impossible. However, all readers of TVia 
the Mirror and other publications of Chevalier must know 
that Thea‘'s and my best wishes for happiness, peace and 
good will go to you with every mailing all through the 
year. 


As Ever, THEA AND VIRGINIA 


In her book review in this issue Sheila has discussed 
an interesting book, "The Feminine Mystique". I asked 
her to review this book because it is an interesting com- 
mentary on the absurdities and arteficialities of society. 
In this particular book the discussion has to do with 
women but another book could and should be written 
about men, 


Betty Friden, the authoress of this book, shows how 
women, partly for commercial and partly for masculine 
reasons, have been sold a bill of goods about how the 
only "true" and "proper" femininity is to be found in the 
home and the total rightful goal and purpose of women 
should be as a homemaker. Women were breaking out 
of this stultifying condition as a result of the efforts to- 
ward achieving the vote and the general emancipation 
which developed from it. This was aided and abetted by 
the manpower needs in the factories during World War 1l 
which women filled. After the war home applicance and 
food manufacturers anxious to sell more appliances, de- 
tergents, etc. felt it necessary to drive women back in- 
to the home in order for them to “need” these goods and 
to buy them. A regular campaign was set up glorifying 
the "true" femininity of the homemaker until women who 
had careers or who were in the process of doing anything 
constructive and satisfying were made to feel that they 
were losing the feminine birthright. 


Thousands of women who began to feel this way left 
jobs and careers and sought the mystical goal of true 
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femininity as homemakers and they continued to be fed 
the same line of pap not only by the commercial interests 
but by numerous psychologists, sociologists, doctors, etc. 
who tried to make them happy in this role. But more 

and more women over the years began to feel vaguely 

and uneasily aware of what the Author calls, "The Pro- 
blem That Has No Name." This was her way of referring 
to the intangible unhappiness that vast numbers of women 
felt without knowing exactly what it was. 


As she develops the book she shows that the uneasi- 
ness and emotional symptons, the physical ails and com- 
plaints that appeared more and more frequently among 
women were really due to the fact that they felt somehow 
unfinished and unfulfilled as human beings in this idea- 
lized, mystical housewife-~-homemaker role. There was 
too much left out of their lives, too many needs unsatis- 
fied,too many abilities and talents allowed to waste a- 
way and this was the cause of the problem and it's symp- 
toms. She goes on to enumerate case after case of women 
who, feeling this uneasiness, went back into some sort 
of productive satisfying work in addition to homemaking 
and who were, so to speak "cured" of their uneasiness. 


Well what, you may say, does a book review and an 
editorial on the problems of women have to do with our 
field and why am 1 spending time on it? The answer is 
clear once you ponder it a bit. This book was written 
by a woman about women and their problems in trying to 
be full, contributing, satisfied, productive human beings. 
The answer is made very clear in the book namely, that 
living half a human life is frustrating and irritating and 
results. in many psychic, physiological and social symp- 
tons and disturbances. So who is going to write a book 
on the Masculine Mystique and the frustrations and psy- 
chosomatic disturbances that George and Harry have be- 
cause they too are trying to live up to an artificial and 
unsatisfying role forced on them by society. 


It seems to me that all of you who read TRANSVESTIA 
and myself are collectively so-to-speak writing such a 
book. Unfortunately it is not yet in organized printed 
form though a collection of my editorials would make a 
good beginning. The point of it all is that the masculine 
mystique in our culture is an unsatisfying one too. 


83 


T i 


Grass on the other side of the fence always looks greener, 
so the masculine world looks appealing to the women and 
the feminine world looks appealing to some men. The 
reason in both cases is that the fence dividing this pas- 
ture arbitrarily divides the field of total human experi- 
encéand expression into one pasture for cows and one for 
bulls. If the world would come to realize that while 
sexual anatomy, physiology and function are biological 
and unchangeable, the psycho-social aspects of sex, which 
can best be considered under the heading of gender are 
neither biological nor unchangeable. Thus if the fence 
were removed, bulls and cows would roam at will through- 
out the field, eating, resting and enjoying the sunshine 
in whatever corner of it and in whatever pasture they 
chose. They would still be bulls and cows, however, and 
would function as such in the sexual aspect of their lives. 
But they would be freed of the arbituary and artifical 
limitations of the concepts of "Masculinity" and "Femini- 
nity", 


I firmly believe that the reduction of genderal dif- 
ferences, which fortunately is going on at an accelerated 
pace today, would produce a much more mentally healthy 
world for men as well as for women. Just as women are 
more satisfied and fulfilled when making a real contri- 
bution of their full talents not just as females but as 
human beings, so will men feel more satisfied when they 
are able to break out of the confines of the current social 
concept of masculinity. Even sexual health will be im- 
proved because, when all the artificial trappings, ex- 
pectations and requirements are stripped away from sex 
by making it openly available to males and females a- 
like, all that will then be left will be the true maleness 
and femaleness of the individuals. One would still like 
another person for themselves and their personality and 
not because of how well they conformed to some artificial 
social prescription as is the case today. 


So I recommend "Feminine Mystique" by Betty Friden 
to the more thoughtful of my readers both for what it 


says directly and for what if implies for men too. 


VIRGINIA 


PR EP = PAN DY 
ee eos 


Be-Laced and Be-Ribboned 
THESE ARE NOT ONLY PRETTY BUT PRACTICAL 


The illustration is an amateur attempt to show 

how the pantie is made. Lace trimmed around the 
legs, it also has a wide band of lace running from 
side to side and upward to the waist band. Through 
these bands there is threaded a pink ribbon with 

a bow in front. The verticle slit is open and is 
like a fly~-front., The crotch piece is wide’ enough 
that it does not pinch or bind, 


For those who like to wear briefs and something 
feminine too this pantie is it. The slit front 
Makes it very convenient too. Better try one. 


Regularly $3.50 in those stores that carry them 
they are $4.00 through Chevalier, the difference 
covers handling and postage. 


Sizes: Medium and Large Colors: White and Black 
Order from 


Chevalier Publications Box 36091 Los Angeles, Calif. 
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I"m always afraid of sounding commercial when I 
call your attention to some things, but if I don't some 
of you are inevitably disappointed. 


While we still have a large supply of 
some issues--specifically #s 14 and 15 which were offered 
at the special price of $3. each some months ago--other 
issues are nearing exhaustion. #s 1 and 2 have long been 
out and #s 4 and 7 have recently disappeared from the 
shelves. But those of you who want the complete set, 
or as complete as it can be had best get with it on some 
of the other early ones, #s 6, 8, and 9 especially. 1 
recently turned down a commercial order for these so 
that they would still be available for my readers, but 
you'll have to hurry. 


ll- CLIPSHEET: #18 the issue devoted to European trends 
in men's and women's styles was mentioned last time. 
Since this was’a specialized issue and there was a lot 

ot other material on hand #19 was put together too. So 
it is now available also. Pléase keep on sending in the 
materfal so that I can continue to assemble future Clip- 
sheets. 


lll- "DOUBLE SWITCH!: The datest of the separate 
stories is also called to your attention agains Since the 
price list in back is a made-up sheet repeated in each 
issue I can't add new items to it without doing the whole 
thing over so I must remind you of it here. Price $4.00 


1V- GROUP SUBSCRIPTIONS: It has come to my attention 
that the Group deal was overlooked in preparing the price 
sheet so some of you do not know what it consists of. 

At the time the TV TALES were introduced and the CLIP- 
SHEET was enlarged the cost of the annual Group Sub- 
scription was increased from $85.00 to $40.00. For this 
you get 6 issues of TVia, 12 FemmeMirrors, 4 Clipsheets 
and 4 TV Tales. The separate cost of all this would 
otherwise be $48.00 You therefore make a saving of $8. 
over the year. 


Toantretlia 


V- PICTURE ISSUE: It has been sometime since we came 
out with a regular picture issue and I guess it is about 
time that we did it again. However, to do this will re- 
quire new pictures from lots of you as I wouldn't want to 
reuse those that have already appeared. So how about a 
deluge of pictures? Color pictures are pretty, but they 
do not reproduce well as the reds all come out black or 
grey. Good clear, sharp contrast black and whites are 
best. Try to pose against a background that is simple, 
interesting and contrasting to your dress color. A light 
colored dress against a light wall just wont be seen---- 
you'll look like you are wearing the whole wall. And 
most important of all--SMILE, look happy. It's surprising 
the number of pictures that come thru with a solemn look. 
If FemmePersonation isn't enough fun to look happy about 
why do it? 


Vl- JOINING FPE: So many new readers are coming 
along that it is necessary from time to time to explain 
about joining Phi Pi Epsilon or "FPE" for short. Asa 
means of weeding out dilettants and curiosity seekers I 
have set up the rule that application forms for FPE will 
not be sent until we have records of purchases of at least 
5 issues of TVia on our books. This specifically excludes 
purchases from newstands for the simple reason that I 
have no way of knowing whether such purchases have ac- 
tually been made or not. The reason for this ruling is 
that if one has read 5 issues of the magazine regardless 
of which 5 they are she will know something of the point 
of view we have - what we stand for and what we are not. 


It is necessary to clear up one point however, the five 
issues do not have to be in advance. Five back issues 
are equally applicable. As a matter of fact,this is a 
good additional reason for taking advantage of the "6 
for the price of 5" back issues deal at $20.00. 


If she remains interested at this point she is probably one 
of us. Moreover, it is likely that a curiosity seeker 
would not want to spend the necessary $20.00 to buy those 
5 issues, so both of these factors help in the process of 
selection. The $10.00 first years initiation and dues, 

of course, go into the Phi Pi Epsilon treasury. 
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Person’ Fo Person 


FPE OR CONTACT MEMBERS ONLY 
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Use of the “Person to Person" column ts lim- 
ited to members of FPE and to those willing to fill out 
a personal information form which will be sent on re- 
guest. Address all answers to adds appearing here to: 
"CONTACT" 4924 W. Pico Blvd. Los Angeles 19, Calif. 
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32-M-10 FPE FP, 28, like to correspond and meet with 
sistars in the New York City area. CAROL 
FE-B-1 Married FP wishes to corres. with other FPs 
anywhere, but especially in England PAMELA 
FN-T-1 Tal) TV 42, sngl. well educ. living Norway 
wish corres. event. meet undrstndg women or other FPa 
in Europe. Will ans. all in English or German. At 
present am without any contacts, please LILLY ANN 


JOIN CONTACT 


The "locked room” stage is not a pleasant condition 
to be in, although all of us start there. Some, unfortun- 
ately are forced to remain there. If circumstances 
prevent your "breaking out" why not enjoy communication 
with others of similar feelings? 


CONTACT was started to give those who live in iso- 
lated areas or who for domestic reasons cannot get out 
to meet others a chance to at least talk things over by 
mail with other interested sisters..Why don't you join 
CONTACT? After you have subscribed to 5 issues through 
Chevalier (newstand purchases don't count) you may ask 
for the application form. Fill it out and enclose $5. 
registration fee. This $5. is then applicable at regular 
rates of $2. per ad and $1. per answer until used up. 
Give it a whirl!! 


"PHANTOM PHANNY" 


Soft, plastic foam, contoured 
and shaped pads to give you a 
better, more feminine figure 
“going away" just as bust pads 
give you a better appearance 
“up front". 


The pads are tapered at the 
edges and sculptured to fit the 
derriere and add to it in just the 
right way. Pads are enclosed in 
a nylon covering enabling them to be sewn into girdle, 
swim suit or just worn seperately. 


One Size--Average; One Color--Pink: One Price $5.00 


Order the "Phantom Phanny” directly from Chevalier 
Publications - Box 36091 - Los Angeles 86, California. 
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ELECTROLYSIS IS THE ANSWER! 


A beard is a nuisance, especially to a TV. Why have 
one? I am a licensed electrologist. I am also an 
understanding person and have worked on many TVs. 
My office is quiet, private and all contacts are held 
in confidence. Your beard can be removed partially 
or completely depending on the time devoted to it. No 
scars, pits or sores by my method. Give your femme- 
self a chance to have a smooth skin, she deserves it 
and she'll thank you for it. 


WRITE OR CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 


Robert Prince - 5225 Wilshire Blvd. Los Angeles, Calif. 
WEbster 9-7616 
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DESCRIPTIVE PRICE LIST 


"“TRANSVESTIA”... A magazine written by, for, and 
about men with a "Feeling for the Feminine”. Publish- 
ed 1 st of even numbered months at $4 per copy. 
"“FEMMEMIRROR"... A 16 page newsletter and gossip 
sheet privately circulated. Published 15th of each month 
at $1 per copy. Yearly subscriptions 12 for $10. 
“CLIPSHEET"”... News of transvestism and impersonation 
around the world. Clippings sent in by readers for 
scrapbook use. Published 4 times a year at $1.50 per copy 
Yearly subscription $5. 

"TV-TALES OF FEMME FICTION"... 16 page short stories 
with Transvestic themes. Published 4 times a year at 
$1.50. Yearly subscription $5. 


SEPARATE BOOKS 


"THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE"... A Discussion 
from Both Points of View"... includes 26 pages of letters 
from understanding wives. Written simply, fairly and 
directly to help wives and parents understand : 
"FATED FOR FEMININITY”".,. Fascinating story of a high 
school boy who wants to be cheer leader and ends up as 
school Beauty Queen and eventually as the bride of a 
beautiful girl. 90 pages, illustrated 

"IT AM A MALE ACTRESS"... Reporter impersonates a star, 
makes a hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries 
female star, they live as sisters. 100 pages, illus. $5. 
"THE SCARCITY OF NURSES AND OTHER STORIES"... A 
collection of 5 short stories involving transvestism. 77 
pages, illustrated 

"REVERSE SEX"... Complete and authorized autobiography 
of the famous Parisian personality COCCINELLE. 120 
pages of story, 64 pages of pictures dressed and undressed 
to show her remarkable conversion. Book imported from 
England 


"CIRCLE OF SEX"... In interesting discussion and arr- 
angement of the various male and female sexual and 
psychological types around the face of an imaginary 
clock showing the subtle spectrum of sexuality and gen- 
der from the dominant male thru the many variations 
to the ultra-femme female and back again 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES 


Back issues of TRANSVESTIA from #83 to current issue 
are available at reduced rate of 6 for $20. Select 
any issues needed to fill out your library. 


Back issues of Mirror and Clipsheet (as available) 


are offered at 6 for $3 and may be mixed as desired. id 
MERCHANDISE } 
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SPECIAL BRA...Has inflatable polyvinyl inserts. Largest 
size available is 36B in Bra, but inserts are removable 
and can be placed in any other bra of your choice... $5 


JELLY KIT...Special chemical components for making the 
jelty used in the iMSertsnd.ad% chete seis 4.¢bsaeg- Re $5 


Use of this bra and jelly kit makes possible a very 
realistic bust that has the proper size, weight, softness 
and movement of the natural bust. Instructions describe 
how to insert the jelly, to make possible the bounce, 
and to simulate cleavage. A real must for realism. 


ORDER BLANK 
It will«help in record keeping and avoiding errors if you 
will tear out and use this blank for your order. 
To Chevalier Publications 
Box 36091 Los Angeles 86, California 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submit- 
ted by its readers. Fiction, articles, case histories, 
poems, pictures--all are welcome.: The greater the 
variety of material the more interesting the magazine 
will be. Material is solicted for publication on the 
following basis; 
1, All printed material of one page or more will be paid 
for at the rate of $1 per page with the exception of 
pictures. The Editor must reserve the right to cut or 
edit submitted material for suitability and payment will 
therefore be made on the basis of the final printed page. 
No payment will be made for material less than 2/3 
of a page which will count as one page. Payment will be 
made after material appears in print. Manuscripts will 
not be bought in advance. 
2. Submitted material will not be returned unless 
requested and stamped envelope provided. 
3. Off-color material will not be printed and should 
therefore not be submitted. The Editor reserves the 
tight to be sole judge of suitability and to edit alter, 
delete or refuse material when it is deemed to be in 
the best interest of the magazine. 
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PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND R3SPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from 
the careless, thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it 
is necessary to limit the correspondence service to 
those who have been on the subscription list for a time 
and who have been screened. If you wish to use this 
service ask for the personal information form. Return 
it with the $5 registration fee. If accepted this $5 
becomes advance payment for ads ($2) or answers (41) 
at regular rates. Member of Phi Pi Epsilon need no 
further application and may use the service by paying 
the regular rates. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted, ask for 
rates 
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